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CHAPTER  I. 

We  walked  in  to  see  this  curious  scene. 
With  all  my  prejudices,  I  own  that  there 
is  no  such  dramatic  scene  in  the  round  of 
modern  plays — though,  on  second  thoughts, 
this  is  poor  praise — as  at  the  end  of  the 
long  and  weary  day  to  find  "  the  band"  sit- 
ting round  and  counting  their  gains.  As 
soon  as  the  last  deal  is  over  I  know  what 
will  come.  In  rush  the  hired  bullies  in 
their  tawdry  liveries,  carrying  brass-bound 
strong-boxes  and  bags,  and  a  large  case. 
Other  emissaries  emerge,  and  all,  as  it  were, 
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fling  themselves  on  the  table.  Last  arrive 
two  or  three  cold  "  bank  managers,"  cruel 
looking  men,  with  the  cat-like,  clean-shaven, 
pitiless  M.  D — ,  who,  having  been  at  work 
all  day,  is  now  in  at  the  close,  to  super- 
intend the  finish,  and,  I  suppose,  gloat  over 
an  unusual  booty.  Everything  here  is 
more  than  characteristic.  The  henchmen 
artfully  construct  a  sort  of  barrier  of  chairs, 
pretending  to  draw  them  away  from  the 
table,  but  in  reality  to  be  a  fence  against 
me  and  other  English  gentlemen^  whom  they 
sapiently  think  are  full  of  designs  for  pil- 
lage and  sack,  and  I  note  their  ridiculously 
suspicious  looks.  But  the  robber  naturally 
thinks  every  stranger  one  of  his  cloth.  I 
would  not  contaminate  my  fingers  with 
their  gold,  nor  would  I  do  as  I  often  see 
some  of  our  virtuous  English  do — go  up 
obsequiously  to  "  M.  le  Croupier,"  and  ask 
him  to  change  their  fifty-pound  banknote, 
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which  he  does  so  charmingly,  "  spilling'* 
out  five  glistening  rows  of  gold  in  a  second, 
and  giving  the  full  exchange — so  different 
from  the  cormorant  bankers  in  the  town. 
That  gold,  madam,  came  from  the  pockets 
of  the  tempted,  of  the  falling ;  it  was  stolen, 
perhaps,  or  should  have  gone  to  the  desti- 
tute or  helpless ;  some  of  the  moisture  of  a 
frantic  agitation  and  despair  still  clings  to 
it :  and  you  can  stoop  to  accept  from  these 
men  the  wretched  four  or  five  sous  profit  or 
so  on  each  pound,  and  chuckle  over  and 
talk  of  their  courtesy !  No,  no  !  You  do 
not  reflect,  I  am  sure.  I  would  not  judge 
any  one  harshly.  God  forbid !  But  a  little 
thought  would  show  you  how  you  thus 
indirectly  contribute  to  the  great  sin  of  the 
place.  For  my  little  changings  I  am  con- 
tent to  pay  the  few  sous,  and  be  under  no 
obligations  to  this  partnership. 

It  is  really  dramatic,  the  scene  now  going 
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on.  Every  one  is  busy.  Servants  are 
under  the  table,  with  a  lamp,  raking  up 
every  scrap  of  paper — the  torn  cards,  flung 
down  in  disgust  and  despair — the  broken- 
down  systems,  sifting  them  in  the  hope, 
not  often  deferred,  of  coming  on  the  stray 
note  or  dropped  louis.  Most  carefully  do 
they  pry  into  the  emptied  rouleau  case,  for 
very  often  at  the  bottom  lurks  the  forgotten 
piece.  But  all  watch  each  other.  Men 
are  busy  at  the  tables  gathering  up  large 
handfuls  of  the  pure  silver  pieces,  and  with 
amazing  dexterity  are  covering  the  whole 
table  with  squadrons  and  squares — little 
heaps  of  five  pieces,  the  heaps  again  in 
rows  of  five,  and  the  rows  of  five  in  squares 
of  five.  So  with  the  gold— the  sovereigns 
in  rows,  the  napoleons  and  fredericks  all 
in  regiments  and  apart.  The  notes  are  laid 
out  in  rows  of  five  also. 

Another  is  busy,  not  breaking  up  the 
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rouleaux,  but  weighing  them  one  against 
the  other;  and  these  are  regularly  laid  out 
in  the  same  way.  The  banking  gentlemen, 
with  spectacles  on,  and  printed  forms  be- 
fore them,  pen  in  hand,  are  seated:  when, 
all  being  ready,  the  senior  of  the  place  sud- 
denly appears,  and,  taking  a  rake,  taps 
every  square  of  silver,  and  counts  aloud  as 
he  goes  on.  In  perhaps  a  minute  he  has 
totted  up  the  whole.  Down  go  the  figures 
in  the  forms — the  work  is  done,  and  then 
the  hirelings  come  with  the  strong-boxes 
and  vast  pocket-books  for  the  notes,  and 
shovel  in  all  the  ill-gotten  gains,  which  are 
locked  securely  with  three  keys  and  borne 
away.  After  a  good  day,  the  pinched-faced 
M.  D —  goes  out  smiling  and  joking  with 
his  friend  and  brother  clerk ;  and,  later  on, 
turning  into  the  superb  billiard-rooms,  I 
see  him  astride  on  a  chair  watching  his 
friends  play,  full  of  merry  jests,  and  smok- 
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ing  a  cigar.  At  midniglit,  he  will  go  home 
to  his  pretty  villa  and  placens  uxor,  who 
will  ask  him  how  the  bank  fared  to-day, 
and  he  will  tell  her  gleefully  what  the  win- 
nings were.  Of  course  he  has  a  hundred 
or  so  of  shares,  and  gets  his  seventy  and 
eighty  per  cent.  Think  of  that;  think  of 
all  the  villanies  by  which  money  is  swindled 
from  one  man's  pocket  into  another !  The 
racing  and  betting  man  gets  it  from  those 
who  are  as  bad  as  he  is,  and  who  can  afford 
it  as  well;  the  housebreaker  chooses  the 
rich  man's  house  for  his  "  swag ;"  even  the 
bandit  will  let  the  poor  man  free ;  but  these 
wretches  fatten  on  what  produces  the 
widow's  tears  and  father's  and  husband's 
curses.  They  will  strip  the  beggar  of  his 
coin.  But  I  lose  patience  when  I  dwell  on 
this,  which,  too,  I  cannot  cure,  or  at  least, 
in  no  wholesale  way.  If  I  was  a  zealous 
missionary  at  home,  eager  for  "  my  Master's 
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work,"  as  they  call  it,  I  would  not  go  out 
to  the  blacks,  I  would  come  here ;  I  would 
stand  at  the  door  of  this  place;  I  would 
preach  in  the  street,  in  front  of  this  red 
sandstone  palace — charnel  house  of  infamy 
— and  warn,  dissuade,  and  exhort,  passion- 
ately, with  my  whole  heart  and  soul.  There 
would  be  real  saving  of  souls !  Their  gen- 
darmes and  police— I  should  have  no  fear 
of  them.  The  good  bluff  king  looks  on 
them  with  no  favour,  and  gives  them  a  re- 
spite grudgingly.  All  this  is  Utopian, 
some  will  say,  of  course,  and  smile.  No- 
thing of  the  kind.  I  solemnly  declare,  if  I 
were  in  that  profession,  it  is  the  thing  I 
would  do.  One  soul  saved  from  that  den, 
stopped  at  the  threshold,  would  be  worth 
all  the  blacks  who  ever  simulated  Chris- 
tianity for  a  musket  or  two  strings  of  glass 
beads.  There  are  men  in  England — ho- 
nest, zealous,  ardent  ministers— who  would 
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gladly  seize  on  this  idea :  I  want  no  copy- 
right in  it.  But  they  should  be  men  of  the 
world — of  tact  and  observation.  I  do  not 
know  if  a  layman  would  not  on  the  whole 
be  better  for  the  task — at  least  it  is  not 
rash  to  say,  that,  in  my  little  way,  I  have 
already  done  more  than  many  a  clergyman. 


CHAPTER  11. 

Thursday. — Coming  out  to-night  into 
those  ever-seducing,  but  unlawful  gardens,  I 
see  Mrs.  Paget  and  her  son  sitting  together. 
They  beckon  me  over,  and  ask  me  to  take 
my  coffee  with  them. 

"Seeing  much  of  life  since?'*  I  said  to 
her,  smiling.  "  Do  you  not  find  some  of 
the  gilding  of  this  place  rubbing  off  a 
Httle?" 

"On  the  contrary,"  she  said,  "it  seems 
as  bright,  though  not  as  good,  as  gold. 
What  amuses  us  here,  are  the  people." 

"  How  entertaining  he  was,  mother,"  said 
the  son  enthusiastically.     "  Such  a  man  of 
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the  world,  so  clever,  so  sharp,  so  like  a 
novel " 

"  No  higher  praise  than  that,  Mr. 
Arthur?"  I  said,  smiling. 

He  blushed.  "  I  mean  he  speaks  like 
print,  and  seems  to  know  so  much  of  the 
world." 

I  could  not  help  saying  to  her,  "  You 
hear  that  ?  It  is  the  strangest  thing,  the 
fascination  that  phrase  has  !  To  know 
books,  to  know  religion  and  devotion,  to 
know  so  much  of  oneself,  these  are  no- 
thing: but  to  know  our  trumpery  world! 
Who  is  this  wonderful  man  ?" 

"  He  really  was  most  entertaining,"  she 
said  gravely,  "  and  quite  interested  us.  A 
remarkable-looking  man  too,  small  bright 
eyes,  a  Turkish  beard " 

"  And  a  slow  drawling  way  of  speaking," 
I  added.     "  What !  Mr.  D'Eyncourt  ?" 

"  Oh,  you  know  him,"  they  both  said. 
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"Very  slightly,  and  do  not  mean  to 
exceed  that  slender  measure.  I  know 
nothing  about  him  and  his  history,  but  I 
should  say " 

A  voice  was  saying  close  behind  us : 

"  Now  my  young  friend,  come  with  me, 
and  we  will  go  in  and  see  the  Panorama 
together.  Mrs.  Paget,  you  will  let  me  do 
humble  showman  and  expounder.  Oh,  I 
see !"  This  he  said,  looking  at  me  with  a 
smile,  that  odious  simper  of  his  which 
seemed  charged  with  effrontery  and  in- 
solence. 

"Not  trying  the  system  to-night?"  he 
went  on  good  humouredly.  "  Or  can  it 
have  broken  down?  What  did  you  win  or 
lose  to-night,  Mr.  Austen?" 

"Win  or  lose,"  said  the  lady,  turning 
to  me  in  surprise.  "  You  do  not  play, 
surely  ?" 

I  enjoyed  this,  and  answered  calmly — 
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"  No,  I  do  not,  and  this  gentleman  knows 
that  I  do  not." 

"  But  you  study  the  game.  You  look 
on.  You  give  other  people  the  idea  that 
you  are  playing,  and,"  he  added,  with  the 
ineffable  complacency  of  prophecy,  "  you 
give  me  the  idea  that  you  will  be  playing 
in  a  very  short  time." 

They  were  still  looking  at  me  with  sur- 
prise, and  I  could  not  blame  them,  for  they 
did  not  know  the  circumstances.  It  was 
too  much  humbling  down  to  have  to  justify 
myself 

'^1  am  no  Tartuffe,"  I  said,  "nor  do  I 
set  up  to  be  extra  good.  No  one  but  must 
admit  that  there  are  strange  and  mysterious 
laws  as  to  the  turn  of  the  card,  or  the  fall  of 
the  ball  into  a  cell.  The  mathematician  or 
philosopher  need  not  be  above  investigating 
that:' 

"  But  why  defend  yourself,"  said  he  with 
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a  coolness  I  envied.  "  We  all  know  there  is 
no  harm  in  looking  on.  Lord  Buryshaft 
does  it,  the  pious  people  do  it,  as  a  matter 
of  curiosity.  And  as  for  putting  down  a 
few  napoleons  even,  I  think  it  only  becom- 
ing a  gentleman  who  would  scorn  to  take 
services  and  benefits  from  these  gentry 
without  paying  for  them." 

''  But  you  sanction  what  is  wrong  by  so 
doing,"  I  answered.  "And  you  expose 
yourself  to  the  risk  of  ruin  and  sin." 

"Well,  why  do  you?"  he  said.  "Why 
are  you  always  at  the  tables?  Ton  my 
word,  no  one  can  say  whether  you  are  a 
player  or  not;  but  there  is  Mr.  Austen 
always  seen." 

"  If  you  can  rely  on  yourself,"  I  said, 
coolly,  "  which  very  few  can " 

"  Have  you  a  monopoly  of  all  the  moral 
strength  going?  But  this  is  all  hair-split- 
ting.    Come,  let  us  try  if  we  can  trust  our- 
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selves.  All  this  sort  of  thing  I  admire 
immensely,  I  assure  you,  Mr.  Austen,  in  its 
proper  time,  in  the  days  of  St.  Louis,  or 
in  the  days  of  the  nursery " 

The  young  man  was  irresolute  for  a  mo- 
ment, then  rose  and  went  away.  His  mother 
smiled.     "  Boys  will  be  boys,"  she  said 

"And  mere  strangers  have  no  right  to 
interfere  with  that  process,"  I  added  with  a 
bow.  I  can  see,  for  the  hundredth  time, 
that  this  is  all  one  gets  for  interfering.  The 
Gambling  Company  have  scored  one  against 
me  to-day,  and  are  welcome. 

"  It  is  quite  natural,"  I  said ;  "  but  if 
you  had  observed  so  much  of  life  as  I  have, 
you  would  not  smile.  If  I  was  ill-natured 
enough  to  begin  to  prophesy — but  I  shall 
not : — your  son  is  a  very  fine,  high-spirited 
young  fellow ;  and  I  do  trust  and  pray  that  he 
will  turn  out  an  honour  and  comfort  to  you." 

"  But,"  she  said,  "  that  Mr.  D'Eyncourt 
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is  a  very  remarkable  man — clever,  shrewd, 
diplomatic.  His  observations  were  really 
refreshing." 

"  Yes,  because  he  knows  how  to  sneer — - 
sneer  at  all  that  is  good  and  sacred.  You 
heard  what  he  said  about  Louis,  the  Saint 
of  France.  I  warn  you  again  not  to  let 
him  lead  your  son  to  the  gaming-table. 
Such  ardent,  impulsive  natures  seize  hold 
greedily  of  any  idea.  Then  the  apron- 
string  will  snap  like  a  spider's  thread." 

"  You  frighten  me,"  she  said.  "  I  am 
sorry  that  I  let  him  go  now.  Ah!  here 
he  is.     I  knew  it  was  nothing.'* 

"  Oh,  mother !  it  was  so  amusing !  Mr. 
D'Eyncourt  knows  everybody,  and  ex- 
plained everything — what  the  bank  makes, 
and  what  the  chances  are;  and  then  to 
prove  it  to  me,  put  down  himself,  and  won 
ever  so  much !  But  then  I  came  away,  and 
left  him  there.'* 
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'^  But,  dearest  Arthur,  you  did  not " 

"  I,  mother?  I  would  cut  my  right  hand 
off  first." 

"There,  I  told  you;"  and  she  turned  to 
me  triumphantly. 

"  Still,"  I  said,  with  the  most  perfect 
good  humour,  "you  will  not  forget  the 
advice  of  one  who  means  well.  That 
hovering  about  the  flame  of  the  candle — 
that  peeping  over  the  edge — we  know  how 
it  ends." 

The  young  puppy  looks  at  me  curiously. 

"  But  so  curious,'^  he  says,  "  Mr.  D'Eyn- 
court  says  something  the  same  of  you; 
and " 

I  made  him  no  reply,  lifted  my  hat 
gravely  to  the  lady,  and  walked  away. 

Is  not  this  the  world  all  over?  I  have 
done  my  part  with  these  people,  and  shall 
now  let  them  take  their  course. 


CHAPTER  III. 

Some  days  have  gone  by,  and  I  see  with 
cariosity  that  Mr.  D'Eyncourt  has  taken 
quite  possession  of  this  young  Paget.  I 
see  him  introducing  him,  in  his  Turkish 
phlegmatic  way,  to  various  distinguished 
persons,  even  to  the  stout  potentate,  who  is 
walking  with  the  famed  lady.  The  foolish 
mother,  well  meaning,  no  doubt,  is  bought 
over  by  some  sham  of  this  doubtful  patro- 
nage. She  was  very  anxious  to  regain 
my  good  opinion,  which  will  be  difficult, 
and  my  cordial  sympathy,  which  will  be 
easy  enough.  Heaven  knows  I  am  above 
that    pettiness  which  is    hurt    at    advice 
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offered  not  being  taken.     That  is  merely 
a  shape  of  wounded  vanity. 

It  is  wonderful,  this  place,  how  it  whets 
the  faculty  of  distinguishing  the  springs  of 
motives  and  actions.  With  this  sort  of 
training,  I  find  myself  precipitating  to  the 
bottom  all  the  sediment  of  earthly  motives 
and  mean  pretences.  As  I  look  back  over 
these  pages,  they  seem  like  little  extracts 
from  Reid,  or  Brown  on  the  Human  Mind. 
In  the  straitened  limits  of  a  country-town, 
I  might  be  domiciled  for  my  whole  life 
without  thinking  of  such  a  thing.  Ah !  if 
I  had  but  greater  space  —  something  in 
which  to  stretch  my  arms  —  the  keen, 
bracing  air  of  London.  Talk  of  a  man 
plodding  over  books!  What  is  wanted 
now-a-days  is  the  mind  that  can  deal  with 
men,  that  can  handle  them  like  children. 
Thousands  of  pounds  is  cheap  for  such  a 
faculty;  and  that  sort  of  gift  is  growing 
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more  precious  every  hour.  Something  that 
can  say  to  this  man — "  You  profess  so  and 
so,  you  offer  so  and  so;  it  seems  advan- 
tageous. But  I  know  you^  and  what  you 
mean.  Your  game  is  transparent  to  me'' 
What  money  could  be  enough  for  such  an 
intellect?  If  I  had  no  ties,  as  they  are 
called,  I  would  just  fling  back  my  pittance 
to  Maxwell  and  the  rest,  and  plunge  off 
the  rocks  into  the  great  boiling  London 
ocean.  That  is  one  of  the  well-meant  and 
pardonable  mistakes  a  man  often  makes — a 
too  early  marriage ;  it  hampers  him.  Some 
one,  of  course,  of  the  Barnard  pattern  of 
mind,  should  he  chance  to  see  these  words, 
would  jump  at  the  conclusion,  "Oh,  see  this 
fellow — ^he  regrets  his  marriage — he  wishes 
he  was  free — he  does  not  care  for  her  now." 
Is  not  that  like  them?  If  they  said  so  to 
me,  I  would  disdain  to  refute  them.  The 
fact  remains,  and  I  repeat  it  again  boldly  ; 
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but  for  my  dear  Dora,  and  other  things, 
I  would  go  and  seek  my  fortune,  ay, 
and  find  it  too,  as  certainly  as  I  have 
predicted  that  the  red  will  turn,  after  the 
black  has  gone  a  certain  number  of  times. 

Not  but  I  will  tell  these  gentry  one 
thing.  At  this  moment,  it  would  be  in  my 
power  to  compass  the  same  end  by  other 
means.  A  few  days'  work  here,  and  I 
would  have  the  means  of  getting  to  London, 
and  living  there  opulently  for  the  rest  of 
my  days.  That  is  a  test  which  some  of 
these  gentry  who  take  Pharisaical  airs  would 
hardly  stand. 

That  foolish,  ridiculous  boy,  and  his 
rather  weak  mother — they  have  been  quite 
taken  possession  of  by  that  overbearing 
D'Eyncourt.  We  shall  see  the  end  of  that 
by  and  by.  Grainger  is  very  restless,  and 
I  can  see  looks  at  him  hungrily.  He  would 
like  to  have  the  plucking  of  that  fair  pigeon. 
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He  cannot  help  that  wish — ^it  is  only  accord- 
ing to  his  light.  If  I  were  to  tell  him  that  was 
what  was  in  his  heart,  he  would  indignantly 
deny  it,  and  genuinely.  I  could  not  blame 
him.  Poor  Grainger!  put  his  heart  be- 
side the  organized,  mechanical  beat  of  the 
other — what  a  contrast ! 

Eight  0  clock, — Whenever  I  go  into  these 
rooms  to  study  the  chances,  I  see  the  un- 
fortunate boy  hanging  about  the  tables, 
drawn  thither  by  a  sort  of  basilisk  fascina- 
tion. His  weak  mother  is  generally  on  one 
of  the  rich  velvet  sofas,  working  placidly, 
with  that  smile  of  affectionate  contentment. 
To  me^  now,  which  others  would  admire  as 
a  pleasant  spectacle  of  family  harmony,  this 
has  an  air  of  something  dreadful.  They  are 
like  the  blind  walking  towards  the  pre- 
cipice. 

She  called  to  me  this  evening. 

"You  have  quite  given  us  up,"  she  said; 


22  FATAL   ZERO. 

'^and    you    were    so   friendly   and  good- 
natured  !" 

"  Given  you  up !''  I  repeated,  with  quiet 
surprise.  "In  this  place  don't  you  know  that 
intimacies  are  counted  by  half  hours?  We 
can  be  the  dearest  friends  for  a  whole  life- 
time— that  is,  for  a  night.  The  law  of  this 
society  is  variety.  Friends  are  like  lucifer- 
matches — we  only  use  them  for  one  turn, 
and  that  to  light  a  cigar  or  a  candle  with — 
then  throw  them  away.*' 

She  was  a  little  surprised  at  this  sort  of 
La  Rochefoucauld  bitterness;  and  indeed  I 
know  not  what  made  me  speak  with  that 
turn.  The  words  really  flowed  to  my  lips 
unconsciously. 

"  I  should  have  so  liked  that  you  had 
been  a  friend  to  Arthur — you  gave  him  such 
good  advice." 

"Which  he  follows,"  I  said,  smiling; 
"  ergo,  I  should  give  him  more." 
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"  Oh,  as  for  tlie  tables,  I  have  no  fear  of 
him.  You  don't  know  Arthur;  he  is  the 
steadiest  of  the  steady,  and  more  wide 
awake,  as  you  men  say,  than  older  heads. 
He  would  be  here  for  a  twelvemonth,  for 
his  life,  and  never  put  a  florin  down." 

"  He  says  so,  and  thinks  so,  I  have  no 
doubt.  A  moment  will  arrive  when  temp- 
tation comes  with  an  ugly  rush,  and  bears 
down  all  before  it.  In  pour  the  emissaries 
of  evil  through  the  gap,  and  are  never  to 
be  dislodged." 

"But  why,'*  she  said,  smiling,  "  would 
not  all  this  apply  to  you  as  well  ?  Don't 
be  angry,  but  Mr.  D'Eyncourt  made  the 
very  same  prophecy  about  you  to  us." 

"  Mr.  D'Eyncourt,"  I  said,  warmly,  "  con- 
cerns himself  far  too  much  about  me.  How 
I  behave  or  conduct  myself  is  no  afikir  of 
his,  or  indeed  of  any  one's — except,  of 
course,  a  lady  like  Mrs.  Paget,  with  whom 
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I  talk  frankly.  To  him,  I  would  merely 
answer,  I  choose  to  go  into  the  rooms  and 
stand  at  the  tables.  'Tis  my  humour,  as 
Shylock  says.  But  to  you  I  would  say, 
there  are  fine  distinctions  in  all  these  mat- 
ters. Now  here  is  an  illustration.  You 
have  heard  of  those  great  castings  at  the 
Mill  wall  works  and  other  places :  when  the 
furnace-doors  are  opened,  the  glare  would 
scorch  the  very  eyes  out  of  ordinary 
people,  but  the  trained  workmen  go  up  close, 
let  out  the  stream,  direct  it,  skim  it,  and 
do  things  like  born  salamanders — if  sala- 
manders ever  were  born.  There's  a  little 
parable.'* 

"  Oh,  I  see.  You  can  bear  the  glare?*' 
"  Perhaps  I  can;  perhaps  I  wish  to  train 
myself  to  bear  it ;  perhaps  I  wish  to  find 
out  how  it  may  be  borne,  and  teach  others. 
There  are  a  hundred  ways  of  looking  at  it. 
Each  of  us  must  act  according  to  the  strength 
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we  feel  we  have.  To  take  a  metaphor  from 
another  element.  You  must  choose  your 
depth  according  to  your  gifts  of  swimming. 
God  knows  I  would  not  boast,  but  an  ho- 
nourable  self-confidence  is  quite  a  different 
thing." 

I  waited  for  her  answer,  but  she  was 
silenced.  "Seriously,"  I  went  on,  "your 
son  is  a  child,  too  young  to  be  forced  into 
temptation.  Let  it  come  to  him,  but  not 
he  go  to  it." 

He  came  up  at  this  moment. 

"  Mr.  D'Eyncourt  has  had  some  luck  to- 
day," he  said;  "  and  I  am  so  glad — for  he 
was  rather  unlucky  these  few  days.  I  was 
watching  you  all  this  morning,  Mr.  Austen, 
making  your  studies — wasting  your  time,  I 
fear." 

"  How  ?"  I  said,  "  pray — though  we  all 
do  that  here." 

"  I  mean  as  to  study  and  laws,  and  all 
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that.     D'Eyncourt  says  so,  and  he  says  the 
bankers  say  so." 

*'  The  bankers !"  I  said,  indignantly.  "  I 
call  them  the  hell-keepers.  If  we  come  to 
quoting  them^  don't  you  see  what  their  aim 
would  be  ?  Of  course  they  would  like  the 
laws  that  govern  the  colours  and  chances  to 
be  found  out !  Of  course  they  would  not 
try  to  put  people  on  the  wrong  scent." 

"  Ah,  you  are  not  serious,  talking  in  that 
way  !"  said  this  young  jackanapes.  '^  Why, 
there  is  the  amusement  in  the  first  instance, 
the  excitement ;  I  could  look  at  it  all  day 
long  without  tiring.  I  never  study  the  laws 
of  the  chances,  and  the  mathematics  of  the 
thing." 

I  could  set  him  down  in  a  moment. 

"When  you  get  older,''  I  said,  ''you  will 
study  a  great  many  things,  that  you  are  not 
ready  to  study  now.  And  you  will  have  to 
study,  if  you  wish  to  get  on  in  the  world." 
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"  Well,"  he  answered,  with  a  foolish 
laugh,  "  I  shall  keep  the  laws  of  Rouge-et-noir 
for  the  last  thing  to  study." 

This  is  the  mere  levity  of  youth,  and  we 
must  have  indulgence. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

Tuesday. — Now  looking  over  what  I  have 
written,  I  should  not  perhaps,  in  strict 
justice,  whelm  all  in  indiscriminate  censure 
— I  mean  the  subordinates  downwards — 
especially  since  seeing  a  croupier  in  the 
church,  and  who  was  saying  his  prayers. 
He  may  have  come  to  think  it  a  mere  me- 
chanical function— a  simple  clerkship  in  a 
bank;  and  certainly  association  and  habit 
blunt  the  soul.  But  surely  there  ought  to 
be  clergy  here,  good  men  as  I  know,  to 
tell  him,  that  all  who  touch  pitch  must  be 
defiled, — to  thunder  in  his  ears  that  evil- 
got  moneys  must  not  be  handled  on  any 
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pretext, — to  ring  out  the  awful  words  of 
Scripture  against  gamesters  and  others — 
to  tell  him  he  must  give  up  all,  rather  than 
be  connected  with  such  sin?  I  felt  an 
interest  in  the  man  and  would  almost  be 

tempted  myself but  this  is  mere  folly 

and  quixotism,  and  I  am  so  carried  away 
by  pity  for  the  victims,  that  I  begin  to 
talk  nonsense  and  think  of  impossibilities. 
What  could  poor  I  do?  I  have  neither 
time,  nor  is  it  my  duty,  to  give  help  or 
advice  to  every  one. 

I  must  say  I  admire  Grainger  for  his 
self-denial.  I  rarely  see  him  in  the  rooms. 
Sometimes,  indeed,  he  comes,  drawn  in  by 
the  irresistible  temptation ;  but  when  he 
sees  my  warning  finger  his  head  droops, 
and  he  slips  away  quietly 

Surely  this  is  the  place  for  disciplining 
the  mind.  I  had  strolled  into  the  rooms 
about  ten  o'clock,  the  most  delightful  hour 
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of  the  night,  to  have  what  I  call  "  my  quiet 
game  at  humanity."  I  had  my  card — the 
menials  are  beginning  to  know  me  and  ply 
me  with  large  corking  pins,  of  which  I  have 
quite  a  supply  for  my  pet — when  I  saw 
D'Eyncourt's  face  opposite.  He  was  with 
a  lady — a  young  girl,  French  or  English, 
decent  or  otherwise,  for  no  one  can  tell  here. 
I  have  done  some  charming  country  English 
girls  cruel  injustice  by  mistaking  them  for 
what  they  were  not ;  and  en  revanche^  I  have 
done  other  creatures  too  much  honour,  by 
taking  them  for  what  they  certainly  were 
not.  But  everything  seems  inverted  here. 
I  see  a  scrubby,  dowdy,  schoolmaster-look- 
ing man,  with  a  shambling  walk,  and 
wonder  what  business  he  has  dining  in  the 
grand  Kursaal,  when  he  is  revealed  as  Lord 

,  who  has  the  palace  at  the  corner  of  a 

London  street,  with  one  hundred  and  fifty 
thousand  pounds  a  year  to  keep  it  up.     I 
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note  a  distingue  gentlemanly  man,  with  the 
true  air  of  high  breeding  about  his  hands, 
&c.,  and  he  proves  to  be  an  impostor  who 
was  turned  out  of  the  Arlington  for  cheat- 
ing at  whist.  With  all  I  have  learnt,  and 
all  I  have  seen,  I  am  not  ashamed  to  own 
myself  at  times  quite  at  fault.  The  women 
are  shabby,  second-hand  things.  Creatures 
of  whom  we  heard  such  strange  stories  ten 
years  ago,  reappear  here,  with  stories  stranger 
still.  There  is  Captain  Darling,  whom  every 
one  knew  as  the  possessor  of  a  good  estate 
in  Scotland,  a  "club  man,"  a  "racing  man," 
and  for  a  time  member  of  parliament  and 
director  of  companies.  He  is  now  reduced 
to  these  places,  and  makes  a  few  florins 
"  out  of  the  tables."  Over  on  that  sofa  I 
see  what  has  amused  me  and  many  more, 
going  on.  That  little  piquant  widow,  Mrs. 
Dyaper,  rosy  and  dark-eyed,  and  about 
whom  "  there  were  such  stories,"  two  years 
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ago.  She  has  come  out  as  the  domestic, 
almost  bereaved,  lady,  doing  worsted  knit- 
ting on  a  chair  in  a  corner,  but  not  alone ; 
but  to  the  delight  of  friends  and  lookers-on, 
she  has  entangled  a  grave,  even  mouldy, 
doctor  of  fifty,  in  large  practice  in  London, 
one  of  those  elderly  dry  "  professional'* 
men,  who  are  about  as  fitted  for  going  into 
love,  as  for  going  on  the  stage.  This  is 
really  a  dismal  business  to  watch,  especially 
the  stages  in  beautifying  himself — one  day 
a  pair  of  canary  kid-gloves,  brighter  linen, 
and  brighter  boots.  It  will  all  end  in 
wreck.  It  is  likely  he  has  sisters  at  home, 
to  whom  he  will  return,  altered,  savage 
perhaps,  and  bent  in  carrying  out  his 
scheme. 

And  yet  as  I  looked  on  at  this  infatua- 
tion and  its  victim,  one  thing  occurred  to 
me,  that  the  gamblers*  dulness  and  want 
of  instinct  was  on  a  par  with  their  infatua- 
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tion.  They  seemed  to  go  to  work  in  the 
wildest  and  most  spasmodic  manner.  A 
few  minutes'  superficial  study  of  the  game, 
showed  me  at  once  that  it  must  be  subject 
to  certain  rude  laws,  not  of  course  to  be 
brought  under  control,  or  calculation,  but 
certainly  valuable  as  a  sort  of  rough 
guide. 

It  is  curious  to  see  how  often  zero  begins 
to  come  up.  The  ordinary  doctrine  of 
chances  would  be  that  the  colours  should 
come  up  alternately,  and  I  do  observe  that 
they  virtually  observe  that  law,  that  is, 
come  up  in  short  batches.  Of  course,  I 
could  see  there  were  what  were  called  runs, 
which  set  in  suddenly,  and  defied  all  ma- 
nagement or  calculation ;  but  this  was  ab- 
normal and  unnatural,  and  must  be  allowed 
for.  Again  for  half  an  hour  I  tested  this 
little  system,  putting  down,  in  imagination^ 
on  the  colour  I  had  worked  out,   and  it 

VOL.  II.  3 
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almost  invariably  came  up,  and  I  won — in 
imagination  luckily.  Here  was  I,  a  mere 
novice,  hitting  on  something  like  the  secret 
of  this  devil's  mystery,  and  yet  so  dull  and 
blinded  were  the  victims  that  not  one  of 
them  could  see  his  way  to  success,  and  by 
some  fiendish  provision  seemed  tempted  to 
lay  his  money  on  precisely  what  was  certain 
to  lose.  Is  not  this  strange  ?  What  a  scene, 
what  a  life !  Is  there  anything  anywhere 
among  the  drunkards,  spendthrifts,  what 
not,  like  this  cold,  desperate,  leisurely  pro- 
gress down  the  steep  hill  of  ruin  ?  It  is  a 
pass,  along  which  only  one  can  walk,  and 
down  which  the  victim  is  driven  slowly 
backward,  until  he  gets  to  the  edge,  when 
he  must  go  over. 

The  croupiers  are  a  study  in  themselves. 
There  are  such  varied  patterns,  young  and 
old,  some  middle-aged,  one  or  two  very 
handsome,  most   of  them  stout,  and   full 
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about  the  neck.  All,  however,  have  that 
wary,  questing,  roving  eye  (and  some  of 
them  a  very  fine  one)  that  looks  out  of  the 
corners  sharply.  Some  are  far  more  prompt 
and  skilful  than  the  others ;  one  or  two  are 
absolutely  stupid,  make  mistakes  in  count- 
ing, &c.,  and  on  a  crowded  board,  are 
tedious  in  paying  oflp  claims;  others  send 
out  the  money  clumsily  and  in  a  rude  in- 
distinct way,  the  pieces  getting  confused 
with  others;  while  some  are  prompt  and 
unerring,  sending  forth  the  shower  with 
the  nicest  aim,  taking  exactly  the  right  aim, 
and  pouring  them  out  with  precision.  One 
is  a  dismal  ascetic-looking  fellow  who  sings 
his  *'  Faites  le  jeu,"  in  the  most  lugubrious 
key,  as  if  it  was  "  Yoi  ch'  intrate,"  &c.,  or 
"  Come  and  be  killed,  gentlemen !"  Another 
has  a  venomous  twinkle  in  his  eye,  and 
sends  the  ball  spinning  with  quite  a  savage 
rapidity,  as  wbo  should  say,  "  Make  an  end 

3— a      ' 
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of  this."  He  proclaims  the  result  with  en- 
joyment, and  rakes  in  the  money  sharply, 
and  with  a  lurch.  Even  in  the  tones  in 
which  they  proclaim  the  result,  I  notice 
different  favourite  keys.  Twenty-one  seem- 
ing to  be  announced  slowly  and  sadly, 
"  Yaint-ay-orne ;"  on  the  contrary,  ''  eight" 
comes  out,  short  and  sharp  like  the  snap- 
ping of  a  cap :  "  Whit !"  "Oonze'^  is  a  gloomy 
song;  "Trente-cinq*'  and  *^  Vin-cat"  cheer- 
ful and  hilarious.  One  man  likes  to  check 
the  state  of  the  board  as  he  sweeps  in,  and 
says  to  himself,  one  florin  "  on  manque," 
two  louis  "rendus,"  and  such  soliloquiz- 
ing; but  I  notice  this  is  not  of  rigour. 
Sometimes  at  night  there  is  greater  ex- 
citement, and  a  kind  of  pleasant  enjoyment 
abroad.  The  bank  seems  to  be  losing,  and 
every  one  to  be  winning.  The  room  is 
brilliant,  and  every  one  in  good  humour. 
There  is  a  vast  rush  to  the  tables,  so  that  it 
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was  with  difficulty  I  could  carry  out  my 
little  calculations,  now  become  the  regular 
amusement  of  the  night.  It  was  amazing, 
I  say  again — the  fashion  in  which  my  theory 
was  supported.  I  declare  solemnly  that  I 
must  have  won  fifty  pounds  during  the 
half-hour  I  was  watching.  An  easy  way  to 
make  a  livelihood,  indeed. 

I  have  spoken  of  a  charming  family  I 
met  at  the  table  d'hote,  and  who  seemed  to 
take  a  deep  interest  in  what  they  believed 
was  my  history.  Two  more  innocent  and 
engaging  girls  it  would  be  impossible  to 
conceive,  so  naive,  so  good-natured,  so  en- 
gaging. Their  remarks  were  delightful, 
and  their  father  seemed  to  dote  on  them. 
They  were  well  brought  up,  good  and 
pious,  yet  very  gay,  and  with  some  esprit. 
They  knew  my  pet  perfectly  from  what  I 
had  said,  and  are  just  the  girls  she  would 
love.     I  had  not  met  them  for  two  or  three 
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days,  when,  to  my  surprise,  I  saw  them 
entering  the  gambling  rooms,  with  that  air 
of  delighted  mystery  which  always  attends 
the  first  visit.  I  say  I  was  surprised,  for 
they  had  always  spoken  with  a  sort  of 
dread  of  the  place;  and  their  father  had 
said,  "No,  my  dear  girls,  draw  on  papa 
for  any  money  you  like,  but  don't  let  us 
get  it  in  that  way."  Behind  them,  how- 
ever, was  a  face  which  explained  it  all — 
that  of  D'Eyncourt.  I  saw  it  bent  down 
between  the  two  gentle  faces,  pouring  in 
some  whispered  platitude — this  sham  pasha, 
and  he  promises  to  be  soon  as  bloated  as 
that  despot  of  Egypt.  It  gave  me  a  sort  of 
chill  to  see  this  evil  influence  commenced. 
The  sow-like  eyes  blinked  at  me  with  a 
sort  of  suspicion  and  dislike.  He  did  not 
relish  my  acquaintance  with  these  charm- 
ing girls.  No  man,  indeed,  I  have  re- 
marked, does  relish   the    introduction    of 
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another  man  upon  his  little  stage,  or  to 
his  actresses. 

"Papa,'*  said  one,  who  I  think  is  Con- 
stance, "  has  given  us  a  frederick  to  play 
with,  and  we  wish  so  much  to  win.  Mr. 
D'Eyncourt  says  he  will  play  for  us." 

**  But  if  you  lose,"  I  said,  "  you  will  be 
disappointed  and  put  out.  If  I  was  you  I 
would  go  to  those  little  booths  at  the  Brun- 
nen,  and  buy  some  of  the  agates  or  onyxes, 
and  then  you  will  have  a  little  souvenir  of 
the  place." 

He  spoke.  "  What  a  goody,  goody  ar- 
rangement! Dear  me!  This  is  dropping 
the  word.  Now  what  shall  we  go  on  first  ? 
The  roulette.  Let  us  try  the  colour. 
There,  monsieur,  s'il  vous  plait.  The  way 
those  stupid  idlers  block  up  the  place  is 
unpardonable.  There  are  two  double 
florins  down,  and  my  own  louis  beside  it." 

Such  is  the  malaria,  as  I  may  call  it,  of 
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this  dreadful  game,  that  over  those  gentle 
faces  suddenly  spread  a  sort  of  anxiety  and 
trouble,  with  a  questioning  eagerness^  which 
I  believe  firmly  was  only  instinctive,  but 
which  made  me  quite  shudder.  Without 
reflection  almost  I  said : 

"  Do  not,  I  conjure  you !  Take  it  up 
again.  You  will  be  sorry  if  you  do  not. 
You  wont  even  win — though  that  is  but 
the  next  misfortune  to  losing." 

They  looked  irresolute,  but  click !  there 
came  silence  and  the  proclamation  followed. 
Again  the  gentle,  almost  rustic,  faces  were 
turned  with  a  painful  wistfulness.  Their 
hearts,  I  know,  were  fluttering.  But  the 
verdict,  a  prolonged  "Dooze!  Rouge- 
pairymank !"  They  knew  their  fate  from 
D'Eyncourt's  impatient  look.  The  mortifi- 
cation and  disappointment  could  not  be 
described. 

*'  Never  mind,"  he   said,  feeling  in   his 
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pockets,  "we  shall  beat  them  yet.  I  shall 
put  down  for  you  now  on  the  same  thing." 

"Then  you  will  only  lose,"  I  said;  "if 
you  must  play  for  these  young  ladies,  play 
with  some  method." 

"I  know  how  to  play  pretty  well,''  he 
said,  angrily.  "  Ton  my  word,  it  is  only 
these  croakings  that  bring  us  ill-luck. 
I  wish  to  heaven  you  would  leave  your 
prophecies  alone !" 

"Oh  no,"  said  Constance,  warmly;  "we 
did  not  mean  that.  Here,  if  Mr.  Austen 
will  only  put  down  for  me — and  Kate,  you 
can  follow  Mr.  D'Eyncourt's  advice." 

I  looked  at  her  irresolutely.  "I  must 
tell  you,''  I  said,  "I  do  not  play,  and  have 
determined  not  to  play." 

"  And  yet  you  come  here  and  affect  to 
study  the  system,  and  tell  people  to  put  on 
that,  and  on  that.     That  is  consistent !" 

I  did  not  answer  him;  but  said  quietly 
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to  her:  "If  you  must  do  it,  then  wait  a 
little.  Let  two  or  three  go  by,  for  it  be- 
gins to  look  like  a  run." 

Down  came  the  double  click  and  the 
stillness.     Manque  again. 

'^Confound  it!"  said  D'Eyncourt,  again 
plunging  at  his  pocket,  the  first  intuitive 
motion  with  every  loser.  "  It  is  all  this 
croaking,"  he  said,  impatiently.  ^'  Ton  my 
word,  I  don't  understand.  Come  away 
with  me  to  the  other  table." 

"  Indeed  I  will  not,"  said  Constance. 
"  You  can  do  so  if  you  like,  and  Kate 
also ;  but  we  shall  go  on  winning  to- 
gether." 

The  next  time  she  lost.  "Go  on  win- 
ning," repeated  she.  "  This  does  not  look 
like  it." 

"Don't  be  alarmed,"  I  said;  "we  shall 
just  lie  by  a  little  until  it  gets  into  shape 
again." 
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So  we  did,  and  tlie  next  time  she  did 
win.  It  was  certainly  wonderful.  At  the 
end  of  twenty  minutes  she  had  fifteen 
double  florins  in  her  small  hand  —  those 
fine  handsome  pieces,  which  it  is  a  satis- 
faction to  feel.  Mr.  D'Eyncourt  "  was 
out"  a  good  many  napoleons,  and  the  other 
girl's  disconsolate  face  showed  how  morti- 
fied and  disappointed  she  was.  I  have  no 
doubt  the  first  shades  of  jealousy  and  cold- 
ness that  have  ever  darkened  their  young 
lives  have  been  caused  by  this  fatal  night. 
As  for  Mr.  D'Eyncourt,  he  cannot  be  a 
gentleman,  and  if  he  gives  me  any  more 
of  his  remarks  I  shall  speak  quite  plainly 
to  him. 


■^^^^^ 


CHAPTER  V. 


These  Homburgers  have  been  expecting 
their  new  king  for  some  time  back,  who  is 
coming  on  one  of  those  cheap  tours  of  in- 
spection which  are  supposed  to  conciliate 
and  reconcile  a  people  to  authority.  A 
people  is  composed  of  mere  units,  and  cer- 
tainly units,  or  individuals,  are  not  to  be 
brought  over  by  such  means.  Let  a  lord 
who  owes  money  drive  past  his  creditor's 
window  very  often,  and  see  the  result.  I 
suppose  in  time  all  this  nonsense  will  pass 
away.  Fancy  my  going  down  in  full  dress 
to  our  dunning  butcher  and  baker,  I  fear 
the  result  would  not  be  satisfactory.    I  said 
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this  to  one  of  the  young  girls,  Constance — 
who  is  beginning  to  be  my  friend  and  wor- 
shipper— and  she  laughed,  and  said  '^  it  was 
graphic."  I  doubt  if  it  would  have  penetrated 
the  dull  craniums  of  our  country  town — 
fancy  the  doctor  or  Bulmer  the  clergyman; 
nothing  is  "graphic"  to  them  but  plain 
speech,  a  dinner,  or  L.S.D.  I  daresay  if  I 
had  started  on  another  groove,  I  might  have 
been  now,  not  "  at  the  top  of  the  wheel,"  as 
the  foolish  phrase  runs,  for  that  is  but  a 
second's  work,  but  at  the  top  of  the  pyra- 
mid— a  great  writer,  a  great  speaker  in 
Parliament — instead  of  being  what  I  am,  a 
clerh  in  a  hanJc^  and  an  embarrassed  clerk ! 
Alas!  I  have  played  my  stake,  and  am 
bound  by  it,  and  cannot  rise  out  of  that. 
That  is  the  worst  of  coming  to  a  place  like 
this — a  glimpse  of  the  bright  world  beyond,  a 
night's  dreaming  at  most,  vain  regrets,  a  sense 
of  having  lost  a  great  deal  that  can  never  be 
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restored.  What  I  long  for  is  appreciation^  in- 
tellectual sympathy,  not  to  be  wasting  one's 
soul  on  miserable  groundlings,  to  be  chained 
to  the  oar  all  my  life.  Now  any  one  reading 
this  would  say  I  was  discontented,  repining, 
and  had  no  philosophy.  How  little  they  un- 
derstand !  Searching  myself  carefully,  I  find 
I  am  only  speculating  on  what  might  have 
been ;  for  all  practical  purposes  I  am  con- 
tent. This  is  all  between  me  and  myself, 
who  like  to  talk  together.  Barnard  or  Bul- 
mer  would  say,  if  this  were  shown  to  them, 
This  is  his  affection  for  his  wife !  It  would 
be  idle  to  argue  with  such.  I  would  answer 
such  fools  according  to  their  private  folly. 

They  are  busy  putting  up  a  triumphal 
arch.  A  product  of  the  exuberant  loyalty  of 
the  town?  Nothing  of  the  kind;  King 
Blanc  orders  and  pays  for  it,  and  not  very 
much  either.  The  real  king  will  arrive 
to-morrow,  and  there  will  be  rejoicings. 
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Sunday. — Those  nice  girls  asked  me  to 
stand  at  the  window  of  their  hotel,  and  see 
the  show.  A  bright  day,  and  we  were  just 
close  to  the  arch.  A  band  of  Homburo: 
Osiris  went  down  to  meet  him.  After  a  long 
delay,  a  couple  of  carriages  made  their  ap- 
pearance— a  grey,  bluff-looking  face  under  a 
spiked  helmet,  and  it  was  over.  The  best 
part  of  the  whole  was  the  glorious  day — 
delicious  now  to  think  on ;  the  bright  sky, 
the  noble  Taunus  mountains  keeping  guard 
placidly,  like  a  great  watch- dog,  at  the 
very  entrance  of  the  town.  The  arch  has 
done  its  work,  and  the  crowd  lining  the 
street  scatters,  while  the  loungers  and  the 
holiday  crowd  that  has  come  over  from 
Frankfort  turns  up  leisurely  to  seek  the 
gaming-rooms— just  as  some,  after  any  ex- 
ertion, turn  into  the  first ''  house  for  refresh- 
ment." There  is  the  true  heart  of  this  vile 
place ;  everything  may  circulate,  but  it  flows 
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back  to  that  one  point.  The  bank  have 
turned  this  arch  and  their  king  to  profit, 
and  I  believe  the  rough-and-ready  king  does 
not  much  care  if  they  do.  They  are  going 
to  illuminate  in  his  honour,  and  men  are 
fitting  gas-pipes  all  round  the  cornices  and 
edges  of  Satan's  red  stone  palace.  Some 
hundreds  of  victims  will  contribute  money 
for  all  this  to-night. 

Four  o'clock. — The  father  of  these  girls 
is  a  brusque,  rough  man,  well-meaning  but 
coarse.  He  has  a  way  of  harping  on  things 
which  seem  to  him  to  have  anything  like  the 
air  of  "  a  good  joke."  A  complacent  laugh, 
given  once,  entirely  out  of  courtesy  or  good 
nature,  he  interprets  as  a  sign  of  intense 
enjoyment — a  signal  for  repetition.  I  had 
been  putting  my  little  theory  for  them  in 
the  way  I  have  given  it  above — scraping 
ofi^,  as  it  were,  the  varnish  that  is  on  every- 
thing here — and  saying  what  a  mistake  it  is  to 
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suppose  that  the  bank  gives  us  these  enjoy- 
ments— and  how  serious  a  responsibility  we 
incur.    Then  he  burst  in  with  a  loud  laugh : 

*^  My  dear  sir,  you  really  seem  the  only 
virtuous  man  of  this  place,  and  in  the  true 
odour  of  sanctity !" 

The  two  girls  smiled,  but  girls  will  smile 
at  anything. 

"I  am  tired,"  I  said  quickly,  "  of  hearing 
myself  called  just.  I  don't  set  up  to  be 
anything  of  the  kind." 

''  Ah,  you  do,  though !"  he  said.  "  Don't 
be  angry  with  me;  but  you  are  so  very 
extra  good!  A  clergyman  is  nothing  to 
you." 

I  could  not  resist  a  little  bit  of  sarcasm. 
"  That  is  not  such  high  praise,"  I  said.  "  I 
might  look  for  a  higher  standard,  but  really 
d'on  t  care  for  compliments." 

"I  am  sure  Mr.  Austen  could  preach," 
said  Constance,  "if  he  chose,  or  conduct 

VOL.  II.  4 
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one  of  the  religious  services.  You  know 
what  our  cousin  said  of  him  the  other  day." 

"  Oh,  for  shame,  Constance !" 

"For  shame — what?'*  said. their  father, 
pleasantly ;  "  I  heard  it.  She  hid  a  novel 
as  you  came  up ;  one  of  Talk-nits  things,  or 
whatever  you  call  'em.'* 

I  can't  say  how  this  taking  wrong  ends 
of  things  provokes  me.  There  are  poor 
weak  natures  passing  who  accept  every- 
thing in  an  extreme.  That  foolish  cousin, 
what  a  type  she  is,  or  rather,  what  a  true 
worldling — one  of  the  careless  travellers  on 
the  road  of  life  who  take  painted  side-scenes 
for  real  trees — sham  water  for  real.  I 
merely  do  what  a  good  man  ought  to  do, 
that  is,  his  duty,  and  "  forsooth,  you  are  a 
parson,"  you  are  ridiculous;  don't  know 
the  world :  and  a  girl  reading  an  innocent 
novel  hurriedly  shuts  it  up,  for  fear  I 
should  be  so  ridiculous  as  to  walk  up  tp 
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her  and  take  it  from  her.  It  makes  me 
lose  all  patience.  I  daresay  many  here  had 
the  same  idea.  So  they  call  me  "the 
clergyman,"  do  they  ? — a  terra  of  contempt 
with  them:  though,  indeed,  this  is  what 
comes  from  the  indifferent  behaviour  of 
some  of  our  parsons.  They  might,  after  all, 
take  pattern  a  little  from  me:  there  are 
some,  I  fear,  for  whom  they  might  not  shut 
up  a  novel.  /  don't  think  that  a  subject  ^ 
for  ridicule. 

But  what  a  world  it  is !  When  a  single 
gentleman — one  that  sees  a  little  in  advance 
of  the  morals  and  manners  of  the  others, 
cannot  show  a  little  decent  religion  or 
good  sense,  which  is  the  same  thing,  with- 
out being  considered  ridiculous  !  Not  that 
I  think  myself  ridiculous  or  a  Pharisee,  or 
a  country-town  bred  fellow,  as  Mr.  Barnard 
may  think.  It  quite  grieves  me  to  suppose 
that  these  nice  girls  should  have  been  led 
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into  this.  I  thought  they  had  more  acute- 
ness.  But  the  world  is  the  same  every- 
where, and  with  every  one,  and  I  suppose 
every  one  in  the  world  is  much  the  same. 
No  one,  it  seems  to  me,  pauses  to  think^  or 
to  take  the  trouble  to  give  you  credit  for 
what  you  mean,  or  for  what  you  do.  This 
is  very  disheartening. 


CHAPTER  VI. 


Ten  0  clock. — After  all,  there  is  the  true 
stuff  in  me.  It  is  no  boasting  to  say  so ;  the 
good  soldier  who  has  fought  and  bled  may 
point  to  his  scars.  Here  am  I  in  my  little 
room,  a  quarter  of  a  mile  between  me  and 
that  hell.  The  arch-enemy  and  his  fami- 
liars are  no  match  for  me  after  all,  though 
they  planned  it  craftily.  How  much  more 
glorious  is  it  thus  to  have  fought,  and  been 
nearly  worsted,  then  to  have  rallied,  and  have 
conquered.  A  cheap  victory  is  nothing.  I 
shall  set  down  this  minutely,  and  it  will  be 
more  valuable  as  an  example,  than  half  the 
yawning  platitudes  that  ever  issued  from  a 
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pulpit.  Though  one  of  them  would  say, 
after  his  lights,  "  This  should  be  a  warning ! 
Beware !"  I  do  not  blame  him  for  saying 
so.  They  interpret  according  to  the  con- 
ventional way.  But  here  is  what  occurred, 
and  it  really  pleases  me  to  go  over  it. 

Some  may  go  into  that  place  at  any  hour 
of  the  day,  and  the  scene  never  loses  novelty 
or  becomes  monotonous.  It  is  like  the 
great  treasury  of  the  human  heart — having 
entirely  new  faces  at  every  moment.  I  be- 
lieve if  I  were  to  live  here  a  dozen  years,  I 
should  find  myself  studying  life  and  cha- 
racter here,  every  day,  as  an  impartial  ob- 
server, with  unabated  zest.  The  secret  is, 
that  human  passion  is  inexhaustible,  as  I 
wrote  a  moment  ago ;  its  depths  are  all  but 
inexhaustible.  But  would  it  be  time 
thrown  away?  Precious  lessons  of  ines- 
timable value  may  be  here  gathered,  of 
which  I  shall  reap  the  value  during  my 
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whole  life.  Of  course  men  of  Mr.  Bar- 
nard's type  will  shrug  their  shoulders ;  but 
the  thing  goes  too  deep  for  them  to  pierce. 
Too  deep  also  for  my  friends,  the  father  and 
his  two  girls,  to  whom  I  was  explaining 
something  of  the  same  kind.  He  put  in 
something  about  "  the  clergyman" — a  stale 
jest — said  something  about  its  being  un- 
clerical,  and  that  *^  it  might  reach  the  ears 
of  my  diocesan.''  From  men  of  this  sort  I 
despise  a  poor  conceit  of  this  kind ;  but  it 
made  me  impatient  when  it  came  from  the 
lips  of  the  gentle  girl. 

"  I  am  so  shocked  that  you  find  me  here 
so  often,"  she  said,  shily.  "  I  don't  mind 
any  one  else." 

"And  why,  pray?"  I  asked. 

"  Oh,  they  say  you  are  so  strict  and  as- 
cetical  in  your  principles ;  so  severe,  you 
know,  in  correcting  every  one." 

"I   correct   no   one,'*   I   said.      "1   see 
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what  I  see ;  but  I  should  be  sorry  to  inter- 
fere." 

"It's  not  that,  but  you  think  us  all  had 
for  coming  to  take  the  waters  at  all.  Who 
is  this  told  us,  dear,  that  he  said — that — 
that — they  were  poisoned  ?" 

"  People  seem  very  busy  with  my  doings, 
it  seems.'^ 

"  Oh,  I  confess  openly  to  being  so  wicked. 
I  drink  the  waters,  and,  what  is  worse,  I 
am  afraid  I  would  think  it  no  harm  to  put 
down  a  florin;  and  what  is  worse  again,  I 
mean  to  do  it,  provided  that  you " 

I  was  a  little  tired  of  this  tone,  so  I 
answered  shortly — 

"  I  am  sorry  I  cannot  help  you  in  the 
matter.'' 

"Oh  no,  not  that,"  said  her  father, 
'*  nothing  of  the  kind.  No,  she  said  to 
me  that  she  wouldn't  put  down  her  florin 
while  you  were  looking  on.     I  think  she 


FATAL    ZERO.  57 

regards  you  really  as  if  you  were  a  kind  of 
ascetic  about  here.  I  am  afraid  they  have 
picked  up  that  notion  from  their  friend  Mr. 
D'Eyncourt/' 

"  You  wont  be  angry,  by  the  way,  if  I 
caution  you  against  him.  He  is  rather  unscru- 
pulous, I  fear — lived  in  foreign  countries." 

"•  Though  I  must  say  he  spoke  in  high  terms 
of  what  he  called  '  your  spiritual  gifts ^  *' 

*'  Still  he  puzzles  me,  papa,  I  never  can 
make  out  whether  he  is  in  jest  or  earnest." 

"  He  knows  nothing  about  me,"  I  said, 
"and  shall  not.  He  has  intruded  him^ 
self  into  my  affairs  in  a  most  unwarrantable 
way.  I  shall  know  how  to  treat  him  for 
the  future.  I  set  up  to  no  spiritual  gifts- 
think  it  no  harm  to  come  here,  because  I 
come  with  quite  a  different  view  from  any 
one  else — to  study  character  and  learn  pro- 
fitable lessons.'-' 

This  father  very  coarse  and  brusque : 
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"  Oh,  my  dear  fellow,  that's  all  nonsense. 
That's  what  every  one  says  when  they 
begin.  You  go  on,  you  know;  you  are 
shocked  at  first.  We  all  come  to  study 
characters,  but  somehow  it  ends  awk- 
wardly. You  begin,  and  then  can't  stop 
yourself," 

"  Admirably  distinguished,"  said  a  voice 
I  knew  well,  though  I  could  not  see  the 
face.  "  Your  plain  English  sense  is  worth 
all  the  cobwebs  that  ever  went  to  spin  re- 
finements. Mr.  Austen  is  clay  like  the  rest 
of  us,  and  if  he  once  ventured  a  couple  of 
florins,  not  all  the  spiritual  gifts  in  the 
world,  not  all  the  brands  hitherto  plucked 
from  this  burning,  would  save  him;  you 
might  as  well  stop  a  railway  train  going 
down  Mont  Blanc." 

For  the  first  time  I  was  almost  in  a  rage. 
Yet  I  knew  not  how  to  put  him  down.  I 
saw  them  smiling. 
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"Make  a  bet  now,"  he  went  on,  '^  with 
this  young  lady.  Play  for  two  minutes,  and 
you  are  a  gambler  for  life.  Come,  forget 
your  assumed  clerical  character.  Now 
don't  be  angry — it  is  not  I  who  say  it — and 
be  sporting." 

"  I  will  bet  some  gloves,  with  pleasure ; 
but  against  you^  Mr.  D'Eyncourt." 

"I  shall  not  bet  with  any  one,"  I  said; 
"  but  I  will  do  this  much " 

For  the  last  five  minutes  I  had  been 
watching  the  colours  with  a  sort  of  fascina- 
tion. There  had  been  quite  a  "flush"  of 
red.  One  of  those  amazing  instincts  had 
been  at  my  heart,  with  almost  the  impor- 
tunity of  a  living  person.  "  Now  black — 
now  black,"  it  seemed  to  say.  Talk  of 
"  Turn  again,  "Whittington" — there  was  a 
far  more  distinct  chime  here, 

I  believe  one  of  the  most  impetuous  and 
overpowering  of  human  impulses  is  that  of 
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putting  down  an  intrusive  and  vindictive 
fellow,  when  you  have  the  opportunity* 
Here  was  the  way  I  reasoned :  Why  should 
I  be  insulted  by  these  names  and  this  con- 
temptuous air  of  pretended  sanctity  being 
affixed  to  me?  I  was  sincere,  I  had  done 
nothing  to  deserve  it.  I  had  been  doing  my 
little  all  to  check  what  I  conceived  a  fatal 
disease,  and  this  was  my  return ! 

"  You  were  wrong,  Mr.  D'Eyncourt," 
she  said.  "  Mr.  Austen  wont  risk  his  re- 
putation for  you." 

"  No,"  said  D'Eyncourt,  looking  at  me. 

In  this  speech  there  was  unconsciously  a 
sneer.  I  hesitated.  My  hand  went  to  my 
waistcoat.  I  was  firm  in  principle,  and  I 
was  going  to  play  for  play  sake.  Yes ;  I 
own  it  here  to  myself.  Down  tottered  into 
ruins  all  my  restraints,  my  resolutions.  I 
was  actually  going  to  put  down  money! 
Why  should  I  expose  myself  to  stigma,  and 
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make  myself  the  amusement  of  a  vapid 
crowd  ?  This  would  show  them  I  was  not 
afraid  to  trust  myself. 

But  as  my  hand  went  into  my  pocket, 
and  my  fingers  were  trying  to  close  impa- 
tiently on  the  money,  a  letter  came  in  the 
way,  and  hindered  me.  The  precious  mo- 
ment would  be  gone.  I  knew  it  was  one 
of  Dora^s  square  letters,  which  had  reached 
me  only  that  morning 

I  cannot  describe  what  made  me  pause 
then.  Was  it  that  I  seemed  to  hear  her 
gentle  voice  pleading,  or  some  reproach? 
I  must  interrogate  myself  sternly  on  this, 
as  it  is  a  matter  of  pure  intellect,  not  of 
feeling.  No,  Dora,  I  must  put  it  on  higher 
ground.  That  wonderful  purpose  of  my 
own,  like  a  bow,  had  been  merely  bent, 
but  had  lost  nothing  of  its  strength  or 
spring.  I  seemed  to  say  to  myself,  You 
^are  clothed  with  this  high  trust;  you  have 
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done  good  without  fuss  or  pretence:  you 
have  sown  the  seed :  you  are  walking  along 
the  strait  narrow  path,  while  these  about 
you  are  wandering,  poor  wretches!  blind- 
fold, over  smooth  lawns  covered  with  holes 
and  pitfalls.  You  are  called,  I  say  to 
myself  (God  knows,  without  the  least 
vanity),  while  they  are  not  chosen.  Shall 
I  abdicate  this  high  position,  all  for  the 
sake  of  standing  well  in  the  opinion  of  a 
creature  like  D'Eyncourt,  or  of  two  light 
girls?  All  this  passed  through  my  mind 
in  a  second. 

They  were  waiting  still — their  eyes  fixed 
on  me.  I  let  my  hand  fall,  gave  them  a 
cold  bow,  and — walked  away  slowly  out  of 
the  place ! 

I  knew  they  were  overwhelmed;  but  I 
did  not  give  them  the  satisfaction  of  looking 
back,  and  was  content  with  that  most  spleiir 
did  victory.     Indeed  I  may  well  be  proud, 
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and  my  children,  when  they  grow  up,  may 
read,  and  learn  a  lesson  of  what  the  mere 
habit  of  not  yielding,  in  even  a  harmless 
trifle,  will  do  for  you.  It  lends  a  firm 
tone  to  the  mind :  it  gives  strength  for  the 
future.  What  were  a  few  florins,  after  all? 
With  the  motive  that  was  at  work  in  me  I 
might  surely  have  expended  them  harm- 
lessly enough  in  purchasing  respect.  But 
no.  It  might  have  frayed  the  edge  ever  so 
little ;  but  still  it  would  have  been  fraying 
of  the  golden,  noble  robe  of  prmcipkj  in 
which  One  greater  than  I  had  clothed  me. 
As  I  walked  along  those  corrupted  gardens, 
I  felt  myself  lifted  into  a  medium  far 
above.  I  felt  a  pardonable  pride  —  the 
pride  of  the  battle  and  the  victory.  I  had 
won  my  spurs.  I  could  say,  if  I  thought 
it  worth  while — in  answer  to  Mr.  D'Eyn- 
court's  ready  sneer  about  preaching  or 
"  parsonology" — '^  I  do  not  preach,  sir,  I 
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practise.  I  have  passed  through  the  fire, 
and  have  not  been  burnt."  Let  those 
who  are  as  strong,  make  the  same  decla- 
ration. 


CHAPTER  YIL 

Yet  all  this  so  frets,  and  makes  me  nervous 
and  excited.  The  Rev.  Mr.  Bulmer  would 
say  *^the  struggle"  is  the  cause  of  this; 
and  so  it  would  naturally  appear  to  his 
^'  hodman^s "  mind.  When  a  man  acts 
freely  and  of  his  own  choice,  there  is  no 
struggle,  at  least  struggle  between  any  of 
the  grand  principles.  I  should  like  to  have 
seen  Bulmer,  or  any  of  his  cloth,  act  as 
I  did  lately,  exposing  himself  to  ridicule, 
to  discussion,  to  gossip.  As  I  always  have 
said,  let  an  analogous  situation  be  prepared 
for  every  one,  each  according  to  his  lights, 
and  see  how  they  will  act.  Offer  a  Bulmer, 
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say  five  thousand  pounds  as  a  bribe,  and 
he  will  virtuously  and  indignantly  spurn 
the  oiFer,  and  denounce  the  offerer.  "  What 
do  you  take  me  for,  sir?"  But  contrive 
that  some  emissary  should  come  to  Bulmer 
secretly,  and  say,  "  Do  this,  and  the  Prime 
Minister  will  make  you  Bishop  of  London," 
— and  see  then  what  will  happen.  This  is 
really  only  a  commentary  on  Walpole's 
coarse  and  vulgar  speech  —  "  Every  man 
has  his  price." 

Still  I  say  my  blood  is  in  a  sort  of  fever. 
I  know  not  why.  It  is  these  people  who 
harass  me,  and  it  is  monstrous  that  a  man 
cannot  go  on  his  own  road  without  being 
challenged,  and  brought  to  book  in  this 
fashion.  Good  heavens!  Suppose  I  was 
putting  down  my  own  florins  and  napoleons 
every  hour  of  the  day,  whose  business  is  it  ? 
If  I  chose  to  work  out  my  own  principles 
of  calculation,  and  strip  these   scoundrels 
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of  every  doit,  I  am  not  to  be  arrested  by 
spying  gossips,  set  in  the  dark  as  it  were, 
and  put  on  my  trail.  Really,  when  I  come 
to  think  of  the  good-humoured  way  in 
which  I  have  borne  all  this  cross-hackline: 
it  makes  me  smile,  and  the  idea  that  because 
one  has  good  and  upright  principles,  one  is 
to  be  reduced  to  a  state  of  slavery  to  them, 
and  to  be  called  up  for  examination  to  see 
if  your  conduct  squares  with  them,  is  simply 
ridiculous. 

Friday. — Half-fast  four, — Now  I  am 
going  to  write  what  will  surprise  myself  and 
others  if  they  saw  it.  What  will  be  thought 
of  me  ?  Ye  virtuous,  lift  up  your  hands  and 
unctuous  whites  of  eyes!  Bulmer  and 
Company,  shake  those  pious  heads  of  yours ! 
What,  after  all,  gambled!  Put  down  ? 
Oh,  cast  him  out !  How  are  the  mighty 
fallen!  What  a  backsliding! — with  the 
other  common  forms. 
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Yes,  it  is  perfectly  true.  I  say  so 
bluntly,  calmly,  and  boldly  to  all  whom  it 
may  concern.  Yes,  this  day  at  four  o'clock, 
when  there  was  only  a  sprinkling  of  people 
in  the  room,  I  stretched  out  my  hand  over 
an  old  woman's  shoulder  and  put  down — 
^hat — how  much  ?  A  single  double-florin  ! 
Ah !  but  your  principles !  scream  out  the 
Buhner  set.  A  miss  is  as  good  as  a  mile. 
The  tiniest  crack  in  an  embankment  is  as 
fatal  as  a  huge  chasm.  The  example — 
your  solemn  pledges — your  denunciation 
of  others !  Ah,  well,  wait  now ;  let  us  hear 
the  whole  thing  calmly.  And  I  do  not 
object  to  bringing  myself  thus  sternly  to 
judgment. 

Shall  I  own  it.  For  the  first  time  this 
day  I  felt  the  strongest,  most  overpowering 
temptation  to  play.  Something  seemed 
shouting  in  my  ear  "Play!  play!  now  is 
the  time  !*' 
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I  really  felt  akin  to  a  man  consumed 
with  a  devouring  thirst — under  a  vow 
not  to  drink,  and  yet  with  a  delicious 
wine.  I  know  this  was  a  mere  morbid  and 
physical  craving;  yet  it  was  really  over- 
powering. Yet,  how  bravely  I  combated 
it!  I  may  give  myself  that  praise.  But 
what  was  so  strange,  was  the  curious  sense 
that  came  on  me  of  all  this  restraint  being 
quixotic — making  rather  a  mountain  of  what 
was  a  molehill,  according  to  the  slang 
phrase.  Why  should  I  not  amuse  myself — 
rather,  why  worry  myself  in  this  way? 
Why  should  I  not  do  as  other  people — or 
rather,  why  set  myself  up  with  all  this 
trouble,  and  at  the  risk  of  so  much  obloquy, 
to  be  superior  to  other  people?  Was  I 
overdoing  it?  All  this  poured  in  on  me 
with  a  sort  of  violence  that  really  over- 
powered, I  say,  proudly,  I  vanquished 
that,  and  much  more.      And  yet   scream 
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Bulmer  and  Barnard,  and  I  suppose  they 
would  get  my  poor  little  unsophisticated 
Dora  to  join  them,  in  her  unsophisticated 
way: 

"You  put  down  a  double-florin,  you 
won  it,  and  there  it  is !  And  you  sacrificed 
your  principles!"  We  shall  see  about 
that. 

The  temptation  went  on  tugging  at 
me.  I  was  following  the  calculation  also, 
and  certainly  some  amazing  results  of  my 
theory  were  coming  up.  They  astounded 
even  me.  I  had  my  card  in  my  hand,  and 
my  faithful  pin, 'and  I  do  not  exaggerate 
when  I  say  that  half  a  dozen  times  at  the 
least  I  had  made  the  pin-hole,  before  the 
colour  was  declared,  and  made  it  right.  It 
was  going  in  a  zigzag  bend,  and  I  appeal 
to  that  pierced  card  now  before  me,  as  a 
mute  witness  of  that  amazing  instinct : — 
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Two  "  dirty  Frenchmen  '*  —  I  use  my 
countrymen's  favourite  phrase — were  be- 
side me,  with  a  large  capital,  playing  in 
consultation,  and  for  large  stakes.  With 
that  perverseness  which  comes  upon  such 
players,  they  had  taken  it  into  their  heads 
that  "  a  run  "  was  coming.  It  was  amazing, 
but  that  is  a  common  phenomenon.  I 
knew  the  "  form ''  of  the  luck  far  better,  and 
could  have  told  them  so.  But  I  had  now 
resolved,  cost  what  it  would,  not  to  inter- 
fere with  any  one,  and  leave  all  to  their  own 
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devices.  (This  is  their  own  wish,  not 
mine,  and  on  their  own  heads  be  it.) 

On  they  went  on  their  own  infatuated 
course,  hoping  against  hope,  believing  that 
now,  for  certain,  the  stream  of  one  colour 
was  to  set  in.  Two  turns  of  the  one 
colour  did  come.  And  then  they  piled  on, 
for  the  run  had  at  last  arrived. 

*'  La  voila !"  Here  it  is !  They  emptied 
their  pockets  and  let  the  money  stream 
from  their  quivering  (and  dirty)  talons. 
They  might  have  been  hairdressers,  or 
tailors,  or  more  likely,  runaway  clerks, 
playing  with  honest  folks'  money.  The 
croupiers,  I  am  sure,  thought  so.  It  was 
an  anxious  moment  for  them. 

It  was  one  for  me,  strange  to  say.  Some- 
thing devilish  seemed  to  whisper  to  me, 
"  You  are  fooling  yourself.  All  this  about 
system  and  laws  is  mere  rubbish.  You 
have   been   wasting  your  time.     You   do 
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not  believe  in  it  yourself.  You  persuade 
yourself  you  do,  but  you  know  in  your 
heart  you  do  not.  These  men  really 
believe  in  their  views.  They  are  not  afraid 
to  back  them ;  you  are,'"  I  declare  I  seemed 
to  hear  voices  like  this — all  speaking 
together — shouting  at  me.  Something 
seemed  to  say,  this  is  a  turning-point. 
This  may  be  a  trifle,  but  recollect  how 
many  days  and  hours  you  have  devoted 
to  this  trifle.  You  have  backed  it  with 
study  and  thought.  It  is  true.  You  are 
afraid ;  you  dare  not  support  your  opinion. 
Observe,  there  was  no  question  here  of 
temptation,  of  greed  for  winning  money, 
like  these  men.  I  cared  not  for  that;  it 
was  principle.  I  trembled  to  think  of 
losing  what  I  believed  in.  There.  It  had 
begun  to  roll ;  the  eyes  of  the  dirty  French- 
men were  fixed  on  the  money  with  a"  fierce 
stare.     I  was  still  in  time.     I  was  right, 
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and  I  was  not  afraid,  and  down  went  my 
double-florin. 

Oh,  how  guilty  I  felt  at  that  instant.  How 
I  looked  round  to  see  if  any  one  was  there, 
scandalized.  I  would  have  caught  it  up, 
only  I  was  ashamed.  But  this  was  all 
morbid.  Then  came  the  proclamation. 
Away  went  the  Frenchman's  money ;  swept 
off,  to  their  secret  curses.  A  massive  bit  of 
silver  was  tossed  to  me,  and  /  was  right! 
The  alternate  theory  was  vindicated. 

Now  I  have  gone  into  this  minutely, 
because  it  is  a  wholesome  lesson.  I  have 
analysed  the  feelings  exactly,  and  I  feel 
not  the  least  scruple.  I  am,  in  fact,  pleased 
with  myself.  I  acted  rationally  and 
reasonably,  and  as  I  ought  to  have  done ;  not 
with  a  mulish  adhesion  to  a  resolution, 
which  is  the  cause  of  so  many  shipwrecks. 
I  vanquished  the  temptation  in  its  original 
►e — in     its    true    shape — and    what   I 
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did  was  of  my  own  free  motive,  and  not 
from  a  love  of  gambling,  which  I  hate, 
detest,  and  abhor  as  much  as  ever. 

Now,  Rev.  Mr.  Bulmer,  what  do  you 
say  to  that  ?  I  fear  it  does  not  enter  into 
your  philosophy,  like  so  many  other  things 
in  heaven  and  upon  earth.  Now  I  shall  go 
out  quite  cheerful  and  happy,  and  shall 
make  a  present  of  this  coin  to  the  first 
poor  person  I  meet. 

Nine  o'clock, — I  feel  so  curiously  after  that 
experiment  of  to-day.  I  would  give  the 
world  to  tell  D'Eyncourt  boldly  and  fear- 
lessly; but  he  would  only  scoff. 


CHAPTER  YIII. 

Sunday, — For  many  days  now  I  have 
found  myself  watching  that  boy.  I  am 
sure  D'Eyncourt  is  doing  all  he  can  to 
ensnare  him  —  has  no  doubt  borrowed 
money  from  him.  At  least  he  would  feel 
the  pleasure  in  teaching  him  to  game, 
that  Mephistopheles  would  in  ensnaring 
Faust. 

I  can  see  the  regular  process  going 
on :  the  travelling  the  old  "  rut"  of  human 
frailty,  the  familiarity  breeding  not  con- 
tempt, but  indifference,  then  toleration, 
then  liking.  I  see  this  plainly  as  if  they 
were  written  in   letters  of  fire;   but  it  is 
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not  my  part  to  go  on  pouring  out  un- 
grateful and  thankless  warnings.  I  shall 
not  trouble  them  with  another  word,  but 
shall  watch  with  great  curiosity  and  in- 
terest to  see  the  law  of  temptation  vin- 
dicate itself. 

He  is  certainly  "  learning  the  world  "  as 
fast  as  his  dear  mother  could  wish.  I 
see  he  knows  all  sorts  of  people  already, 
and  is  getting  an  easy,  familiar,  confident 
manner. 

Yet  the  more  I  think  of  it  the  more  I 
wonder  at  my  miraculous  instinct,  and  the 
way  it  has  stood  to  me  all  through.  Why 
I  could  coin,  literally  coin,  if  I  could  bring 
myself  to  think  it  right.  I  am  these  men's 
master,  say  what  they  will.  This  sense  of 
superiority  is  very  sweet  and  acceptable 
after  all;  this  consciousness  of  being  able 
to  do  something  which  nevertheless  you 
will  not  do,  and  do  not  choose  to  do. 
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I  have  arrived  at  the  secret  of  that 
foolish  boy's  confidence :  his  playing  round 
the  candle  without  getting  his  thin  wings 
all  in  a  blaze.  No  character  can  elude 
me  for  very  long;  practice  sharpens  this 
faculty  of  judging  so  much.  It  is  sheer  in- 
sensibility — it  is  a  physical  defect.  I  would 
be  almost  glad  to  see  him,  like  other  youths 
of  his  age,  subject  to  the  usual  influences. 
1  declare  it  would  be  more  in  nature  and  of 
better  promise — more  honest  and  manly, 
and  I  would  respect  him  far  more.  His 
doting  mother,  however,  is  quite  satisfied 
with  him,  and  thinks  that  he  is  a  prodigy 
of  unassailable  and  triumphant  virtue — a 
model  of  her  good  bringing  up. 

It  is  really  a  lusus  natures  to  see  a  young 
fellow  looking  on  at  this  exciting  spectacle, 
with  a  stolid  stare,  and  then  taking  credit 
for  being  a  "  good  boy,"  as  it  is  called,  and 
coming  to   his    mamma    for    sugarplums. 
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I  mean  to  open  her  eyes  to  the  truth, 
and  tell  her  plainly  the  whole  story.  I 
am  not  one  to  go  on  calling  a  spade  a 
spade.  He  has  made  acquaintance  with 
those  young  girls;  is  growing  "spoony," 
according  to  the  coarse  phrase,  on  one  of 
them,  and  I  suppose  talks  with  them  about 
me.  I  could  talk  with  them  about  him. 
I  daresay  he  prides  himself  (poor  child) 
on  his  coat  of  mail,  and  takes  credit  with 
his  good  mother  for  having  "passed 
through  the  fire.''  This  is  a  delusion 
common  with  him,  to  many,  in  this  world 
of  ours. 

There  are  many  that  affect  an  ancho- 
ritish  indifference  to  rare  meats — persons 
who,  in  reality,  have  no  stomach  for  the 
same.  I  know  such  would  not  positively 
claim  credit  for  such  a  thing;  but  let  some 
one  commend  them  for  such  virtues,  and 
will  they  disclaim  it  ?     What  a  smug  com- 


8Q 


FATAL  ZERO. 


placency  will  come  into  their  face!  So 
with  this  young  gentleman,  who  has  been 
facing  this  gambling  all  this  time.  He 
does  not  care  for  it.  Perhaps  I  shall  tell 
him  so. 


CHAPTER  IX. 


Midnight — What  have  I  done?  There,  I 
have  entered  my  room,  and  there  on  the  table 
have  I — oh,  humiliation  that  I  should  write 
it! — poured  down  twenty  of  those  heavy 
silver  pieces !  I  am  bewildered — they  seem 
to  dazzle  me.  Again,  what  have  I  done? 
Where  are  my  resolutions?  Oh,  shame! 
shame!  All  my  boastings,  my  pride,  my 
contempt  for  this  wickedness;  and  then  to 
have  given  way  like  the  rest:  after  the  prayer 
that  I  had  said  so  devoutly !  I  tremble 
as  I  look  at  those  pieces,  and  feel  a  sort  of 
flutter  at  my  heart.  I  ought  to  desist,  and 
yet  they  seem  to  invite.     Oh,  what  weak, 
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miserable,  helpless  creatures  the  best  of  us 
are !  How  we  swagger  and  boast,  and 
how  little  there  is  in  us !  They  seem — if 
it  be  not  profane  to  say  so — like  the  thirty 
pieces 

I  have  been  walking  up  and  down, 
scarcely  able  to  compose  myself  to  go  to 
bed.  There  they  lie — so  heavy,  so  solid, 
so  musical  in  their  tone,  "  Zwei  Gulden" 
and  a  great  head  on  the  obverse;  one  a 
"  LuDwiG,"  another  a  "  Herzog  v.  Nassau." 
And  yet,  after  all,  it  was  no  such  great 
fall;  for  I  saw  round  me  the  gentle,  the 
good,  the  innocent,  the  smiling;  and  as  for 
the  mere  putting  down  a  florin,  there  is 
no  absolute  crime.  Where  I  was  culpable, 
was  in  the  weakness^  the  abandonment  of 
what  I  had  proposed  so  solemnly.  And 
it  has  not  turned  out  so  ill,  so  there  is  no 
harm  done. 
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When  I  look  back  and  analyse  my  state 
of  mind,  then  I  can  extenuate  a  good  deal. 
The  crowd  round  me,  their  eagerness,  their 
success  in  winnhig,  the  enjoyment,  the  ex- 
citement, the  absence  of  care,  the  enjoying 
faces  looking  into  their  hands,  the  close  of 
a  pleasant  day,  the  general  air  of  festivity 
— all  this  seemed  to  draw  me  in,  to  absorb 
me,  to  impart  a  sudden  thrill.  All  seemed 
to  saj^,  *^  Come  and  join  us,  be  one  of  us; 
you  are  losing  the  chance  of  money.^' 

For  a  time  I  forgot  everything,  resolu- 
tions and  all;  and  if  I  had  only  gone 
on 

....  Now,  on  the  other  hand,  there  is 
such  a  thing  as  making  too  serious  an 
affair  of  what  has  not  sufficient  impor- 
tance. As  I  say,  there  has  been  no  harm 
done.  This  money  I  shall  just  seal  up,  and 
send  in  to  the  English  clergyman,  for  the 
new  English  chapel — or  for  the  poor,  I  am 
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not  certain  which.  I  ought  in  all  pro- 
priety to  contribute  to  the  church,  and 
must  have  done  so  in  any  case :  so  query, 
would  not  this  be  a  legitimate  advantage 
to  take  ?  It  would  set  free  other  money. 
On  the  whole,  I  would  rather  lean  to  the 
cause  of  the  poor.  They  shall  profit.  After 
all,  there  are  people  who  would  laugh  if  I 
accused  myself  of  such  a  crime ;  and  even 
my  pet  at  home  would  smile,  and  say,  "Oh, 
I  should  have  so  liked  that  little  money !" 
No,  no.  Indeed  I  do  her  wrong.  Indeed 
she  would  not.  And  therefore  I  think  I  shall 
not  let  her  see  these  leaves.  Or  I  shall 
cross  out  much  of  it.  Now  to  go  to  bed 
more  composed  than  I  was. 


CHAPTER  X. 

Wednesday. — Arose  after  one  of  those 
weary  nights  with  heart  very  sore^  having 
awakened  in  great  trouble.  I  had  a  sense 
as  if  a  great  blow  had  fallen  on  me :  and 
a  short  way  off,  on  the  table,  could  see  the 
fatal  silver  pile.  Yet  I  looked  at  it,  not 
with  disgust,  but  with  a  strange  interest, 
much  as  a  woman  does  on  a  faithless  ad- 
mirer whom  she  still  loves.  There  they 
were,  piled  up  in  that  almost  picturesque 
disorder  into  which  piles  of  money  fall,  and 
then  came  the  unworthy  consolation,  of 
which  I  feel  ashamed,  and  yet  which  has 
force — namely,  "that  it   turned  out  well 
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on  the  whole,"  and  there  was  no  harm  done. 
/  had  not  lost.  And  yet  had  there  been 
loss  there  should  not  have  been  a  bit  of 

difference Yes,  it  shall   go  to  the 

poor — the  Lutheran  and  the  Catholic  poor, 
in  equal  shares,  and  I  must  add  a  couple  of 
pieces  to  make  it  round,  and  as  a  little 
penalty. 

Somehow  these  early  grey  hours  of  the 
morning  do  make  one  feel  so  wretched. 
It  is  the  only  drawback  of  early  rising. 
Have  something  on  your  mind,  rise  be- 
times, and  walk  a  little  through  a  lonely 
town,  and  you  will  see  your  trouble  laid 
in  the  blackest  colours.  After  breakfast, 
towards  noon,  it  fades  out.  Rising  for  a 
journey  at,  say  five,  makes  me  utterly 
miserable  and  low-spirited. 

Now  I  must  train  myself  a  little.  Another 
man  would  let  this  prey  on  him.  I  shall 
put  it  away  from  me:  it  is  no  use,  it  is 
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unmanly,  whining  over  anything  that  can- 
not be  recalled.     Why,   when  we  see  the 

Bishop  of  's  nieces    ''putting  down,'* 

and  the  Bishop  himself  reading  the  Tiraes 
just  outside,  it  cannot  be  the  unpardonable 
sin  exactly. 

See  how  a  little  fall  of  this  sort  brings 
its  own  inconveniences.  The  dean,  who 
has  not  noticed  me  for  a  long  time,  stopped 
me  in  the  walk. 

"Fie!  ^^r  he  said.  ''Is  this  the  end 
of  the  good  thoughts  and  pious  senti- 
ments? Ah!  Did  I  not  warn  you,  my 
friend?" 

Now,  my  dear  Dora  and  darhng,  you  see 
I  set  all  this  down  as  a  little  lesson.  And 
I  am  not  ashamed  of  it.  I  answered  him 
without  anger : 

"  I  deserve  your  reproof,  Mr.  Dean.  We 
are  not  all  perfect,  and  you  have  often,  I 
daresay,  repeated   in  the  pulpit  a  number 
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of  times,  A  just  man  will  fall.  Over  such 
a  fall,  however,  there  is  no  ground  for 
congratulation,  or,  as  the  vulgar  would 
say,  chucklnig."  On  that  I  turned 
away. 

I  receive  a  telegram  from  the  merchant 
at  Frankfort,  saying  he  will  be  at  his  house 
at  four,  and  sign  the  papers,  if  I  bring  them 
and  an  Enghsh  witness.  I  am  not  sorry 
to  hear  this,  for  it  was  hanging  over  me 
that  I  might  be  kept  here  for  an  immense 
time.  I  should  be  glad  to  be  home,  my 
health  is  almost  restored,  and  I  have  no 
doubt  an  easy  journey,  with  a  little  linger- 
ing at  some  of  the  noble  and  curious  towns 
on  the  road,  would  be  more  profitable  than 
the  waters.  I  feel  a  "  flurry  "  beginning  in 
this  place.  It  is  like  living  in  a  heated 
ball-room;  but  who  shall  I  get  to  be  a  wit- 
ness ?  /  know  no  one. 

Grainger  came  in  as  I  was  writing.     The 
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very  man.  And  yet  I  don't  quite  like  admit- 
ting him  to  that  confidence.  It  is  too  familiar ; 
but  as  I  shall  be  leaving  now  very  soon,  it 
really  makes  no  matter.  To-morrow  I  stall 
seriously  begin  to  think  of  fixing  the  day 
of  departure — the  next  day  will  still  think 
of  it — the  third  day^cZ?  it;  the  fourth  day 
unfix,  and  put  it  off  two  days.  Then  begin  to 
think  again.  In  this  way,  said  an  old 
officer  to  me — at  dinner,  of  course,  the  in- 
variable time  when  we  form  acquaintances 
— you  discount  and  get  value  for  every  hour 
of  your  time.  Each  of  these  stages  is  a  re- 
prieve ;  otherwise  the  time  slips  away,  and 
you  are  going  before  you  have  begun  to 
enjoy  yourself. 

Grainger  was  delighted  to  come.  An 
expedition  to  Frankfort,  he  said,  was  the 
only  thing  that  kept  him  up  "in  this  hole." 
Accordingly  we  set  off.  I  had  still  some 
misgivings  about  taking  him ;  but  the  re- 
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flection  occurred  that  I  might  be  saving 
Mm  from  temptation,  and  that  bringing 
him  back  to  taste  these  more  innocent  joys 
of  life,  might  touch  some  old  chord.  Then 
really,  pet  of  mine — comic  as  the  notion 
may  seem  to  you — I  appeared  to  myself  to 
be  acting  as  a  sort  of  special  missionary  to 
this  place;  really  as  benighted  as  were 
the  Fijee  Islanders.  I  know  I  am  weak 
enough  at  home,  dear,  and  anything  but 
missionary  like ;  but  still  this  will  be  laying 
up  a  little  treasury,  a  small  deposit  account 
on  which  I  may  hereafter  draw,  and  say  to 
myself,  "Well,  that  time  at  Homburg,  I 
did,  or  tried  to  do,  some  little  good,  and 
succeeded." 

What  a  strange  old  town !  So  quaint,  so 
original,  so  fine,  so  ancient.  I  could  have 
lingered  on  hours  there,  but  I  felt  there  was 
business  before  me,  and  I  had  no  right  to 
make  holiday  of  it.     We  went  straight  to 
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the  merchant's  house,  and  found  him  in. 
He  was  evidently  a  ci-devant  Jew ;  he  could 
not  disguise  those  features,  and  a  hard  Jew 
also.  I  produced  the  deeds  and  papers. 
The  signing  was  done  speedily,  and  the 
money  paid  down.  It  was  to  be  lodged  in 
the  Frankfort  Bank  in  my  own  name. 
Nothing  could  be  more  satisfactory.  I  think 
Mr.  Barnard  will  own,  I  have  worked  fa- 
vourably for  him  to  the  end.  He  will  not 
object  either  to  the  little  "  benefice  "  I  have 
made  out  for  him,  uninstructed.  I  dare- 
say he  will  be  more  pleased  at  that,  trifling 
as  it  is — just  as  the  barrister  or  doctor  does 
not  like  to  have  the  shillings  kept  back  out 
of  his  guineas.  Grainger  seemed  a  little 
surprised  at  my  knowledge  of  business  and 
savoir-faire,  dealing  so  easily  with  a  Jew 
banker,  who  is  supposed  to  be  up  to  all  the 
tracasseries  of  money. 

"Why,"  he  said  as  he  went  out,  "one 
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would  think  you  had  been  brought  up  in 
Frankfort,  and  were  accustomed  to  meet 
these  chaps.  I  couldn't  have  held  my  own 
to  that  cormorant  as  you  did ;  but  I  have 
got  cowed,  I  suppose." 

"  My  dear  Grainger,"  I  said,  '^  if  you 
want  to  know  the  secret,  it  will  come  from 
a  little  self-reliance.  I  have  something  I 
can  depend  upon  here.  A  man  will  swing 
himself  across  a  precipice  by  a  thin  rope 
which  you  might  be  afraid  of,  simply  be- 
cause he  knows  and  has  tried  its  strength. 
There  is  the  whole  mystery,  Grainger ;  and 
if  I  could  only  bring  you  to  rely  on  your 
own  heart,  which  is  true^  I  know,  and  not 
be  led  here  and  there  passively,  the  helpless 
victim  of  every  idle  whim  and  inclina- 
tion  " 

He  said  nothing.  I  could  see  he  was 
sunk  in  thought.  In  this  way,  by  a  sort  of 
implied  contrast,  and  not  by  officious,  ill- 
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judged  canting  and  preaching,  which  some 
of  the  "good  people"  would  have  thought 
the  best,  I  know  enough  of  the  world  to 
have  discovered  that  we  work  these  things 
out  for  ourselves  best. 

"  What  will  you  do  with  all  that  money?" 
he  said. 

"We  shall  go  straight  and  lodge  it 
at  the  bank,"  I  answered.  And  we  did 
so. 

"  My  God !"  he  said,  in  a  low  voice,  "  if 
I  had  that  money,  I  should  be  ashamed 
to  own  to  you  the  frightful  idea  that  would 
occur  to  me.     What  a  humiliation !" 

"  You  would  hardly  be  able  to  pass  the 
kursaal  without  going  in,"  I  said,  gravely. 
"  Well,  there  is  no  humiliation  in  being 
tempted — the  best  and  bravest  have  been. 
The  crime,  the  humiliation  is  in  another  di- 
rection. I  don't  think  the  worse  of  you, 
Grainger,  for  that  confession.'* 
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Coming  from  the  railway  I  meet  the 
young  husband  and  wife;  he  walking  in  front 
"brutally;"  both  so  changed.  He  had  an 
angry  and  determined  look  that  was  almost 
ferocious.  She  was  pale  and  scarcely 
able  to  walk.  Their  luggage,  very  small, 
and  I  daresay,  shrunk  away,  like  the  rest 
of  their  means,  followed  them  on  a  man's 
shoulder.  There  was  a  splendid  achieve- 
ment on  the  part  of  Mephistopheles  and  Co. 
Sweet  morsels  for  them— stripping  the 
young  and  the  innocent.  Surely  the  ven- 
geance of  heaven  should  overtake  such 
wretches — fire  should  come  down  from 
heaven,  or  rather,  by  a  simpler  process,  it 
is  no  sin  to  wish  that  a  common  earthly 
conflagration  would  break  out  in  the  night 
and  engulf  their  gaudy  salons  des  jeux,  their 
tables,  rakes,  devilish  engines — and  above 
all,  their  ill-gotten  pillage — their  heaps  of 
notes  and  stores  of  gold. 
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Of  course  a  sharp  friend^  or  the  smooth 
dean,  if  he  heard  me,  would  remind  me  about 
those  few  bits  of  silver  won  the  other  night. 
There  are  people  always  ready  with  a  "  tu 
quoque."  I  have  not  the  slightest  scruple 
about  that  now.  I  may  say  I  did  it  to 
show  my  power.  I  did  it  of  my  o'v\ti  mo- 
tion. I  take  it,  Mr.  Dean,  the  distinction 
is  this,  and  it  would  do  you  no  harm  for 
your  next  sermon.  One  is  tempted  and 
yields — that  is  a  fall.  One  does  the  same 
action,  not  from  temptation  or  yielding,  but 
purposely,  with  one's  eyes  open — that  is 
another  matter,  Mr.  Dean.  Will  you  forgive 
me  if  I  ask  you  a  simple  question,  Mr.  Dean  ? 
Did  you  ever  struggle  and  conquer,  as  I 
did  the  other  night?  Did  you  ever  mortify 
yourself  in  some  pettish  outburst  with  an 
unhappy  curate,  or  postpone  that  second 
pint  of  claret  ?  Perhaps  you  do  not  take 
claret,  or  never  come  in  contact  with  a  cu- 
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rate,  but  your  own  heart  will  suggest  cases 
analogous.  This  reads  sarcastic,  does  it 
not?  but  I  must  meet  others  according  as  I 
am  met.  I  can  indeed  smile  at  myself 
when  in  that  little  trouble  the  other  night; 
very  natural  and  excusable.  The  poor,  at 
all  events,  will  be  able  to  congratulate 
themselves. 

A  letter  from  my  darling  Dora,  to  whom 
I  shall  have  no  scruple  in  writing  about 
my  little  despoiling  of  the  Philistines.  Of 
course  she  will  look  grave  at  first,  like  some 
of  the  soi-disant  "good  people;"  but  she 
could  not  be  expected  to  understand  the 
matter.  She  is  good  indeed;  nor  will  I 
use  the  vulgar  comparison,  significant  of  a 
covetous  mind,  ''as  good  as  gold.'^  My 
sweet  Dora !  I  have  half  a  mind  to  buy  her 
a  trinket  out  of  a  few  florins  of  "  the  win- 
nings," and  not  tell  her  at  first,  until  it  is 
round  her  pretty  neck.     But  I  suppose  I 
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had  better  let  tlie  poor  have  every  florin 
that  I  promised  to  them. 

How  prettily  she  turns  her  letters. 
There  is  where  a  woman^s  strength  is,  if 
she  knew  it — nature,  simplicity.  A  little 
bunch  of  violets  tumbles  out.  It  has  tra- 
velled all  the  way  from  Datchley.  **  I  send 
it  to  you/^  she  says,  "  to  show  you  that 
my  cough  and  cold  are  quite  gone,  for  I 
gathered  them  myself"  Sir  Richard 
Steele  could  not  have  put  it  more  charm- 
ingly. 

There  is  also  an  official  letter,  with  the 
seal  of  our  bank,  which  I  know  very  well. 
When  you  are  at  a  long  distance  from 
home,  in  the  midst  of  a  little  carnival, 
home  news  is  received  for  the  first  moment 
with  joy — then  with  mistrust.  You  know 
what  is  coming.  It  is  like  the  moment 
before  the  ball  leaps  into  its  cell.  (Is  not 
that    characteristic?       How   these   odious 

VOL.  II.  7 
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associations  cling  to  me !)  It  is  from  Max- 
well, the  manager — I  know  his  cruel  cold 
hand.  He  writes  as  stiffly  as  if  he  did  not 
know  me.  He  tells  "  Dear  Sir'^  that  he  is 
instructed  by  the  Board  to  require  my 
return,  at  farthest,  within  a  week  from  the 
receipt  of  this  note,  as  they  understand  I 
am  now  perfectly  restored  to  health.  He 
was  directed  to  say  the  Board  were  a  little 
surprised  at  my  not  showing  more  alacrity 
in  corresponding  to  the  very  great  indul- 
gence with  which  I  had  been  treated — 
an  indulgence  which  was  intended  for 
an  urgent  case  of  sickness,  and  not  to 
promote  amusement.  They  must  peremp- 
torily insist  on  my  return  by  the  day 
named. 

Upon  my  word  this  is  quite  a  new  tone ! 
And  what  have  I  done  to  merit  such  lan- 
guage— the  language  almost  of  a  Russian 
to  his  serf — language  which  none  of  them, 
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if  I  were  in  my  old  situation  of  a  gentleman^ 
none  of  them  dare  to  address  to  me  ?  In 
these  offices  they  are  always  glad  to  be 
"  down  "  on  the  gentleman.  But  there  is 
something  behind  this.  ...  To  be  sure. 
Did  not  the  dean  say  he  had  a  nephew  or 
cousin  in  the  bank  whom  he  hoped  I  would 
be  kind  to  ?  Ah,  this  gentleman  wants  my 
place,  and  the  dean  has  written  to  him 
about  me.  I  have  a  good  mind  to  throw 
up  the  whole  thing,  write  them  back  a  re- 
signation, and  have  done  "\vith  them  and 
their  bank.  What  right  have  they  to 
assume  I  am  staying  here  for  pleasure? 
And  the  fallacy  of  it,  into  which  their 
dull  minds  have  fallen !  They  do  not  see 
that  this  very  amusement  was  the  cure 
prescribed,  and  which  I  came  officially  to 
seek.  I  have  a  good  mind  to  let  them  have 
their  beggarly  place.  One  hundred  and 
thirty  pounds  a  year !     Why,  only  yester- 

1—2, 
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day,  I  saw  four  times  that  sum  earned  in 
one  minute!  and  it  will  take  me  just 
four  long  weary  years  of  life  to  earn  that 
sum. 

That  Maxwell — this  is  his  work.  He 
has  plotted  this;  he  has  never  forgiven  my 
foiling  him  that  time,  and  getting  away  in 
spite  of  him.  And  now  I  have  to  return 
to  submit  to  his  tyranny  and  slavery.  It 
was  that,  I  solemnly  believe,  that  helped 
to  make  me  ill  before.  Well,  this  is  all 
folly;  I  must  submit  and  suffer.  After  all, 
how  much  have  I  to  be  thankful  for !  .  .  . 
I  shall  start  to-morrow  evening ;  pack  up 
in  the  morning.  It  will  be  a  relief  to  get 
away,  for  I  am  getting  nervous  and  excited 
in  presence  of  these  temptations.  And  yet 
I  feel  not  a  little  pride,  for  I  have  steered 
my  little  bark  successfully,  on  the  whole, 
and  have  defied  Satan  and  his  works.  As 
for  those  few  pieces  of  silver,  I  can  smile 
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at  that  now.  If  they  were  more  it  were 
not  so  much  matter.  We  must  look  to  the 
motive,  Mr.  Dean.  I  shall  enjoy  myself  to- 
night. 


CHAPTER  XL 


I  GO  in  among  them  once  more  this  even- 
ing, and  own  to  my  pet,  that  so  far  from 
any  scruples  detaining  me,  I  entered  with 
something  of  the  severe,  stern  purpose 
with  which  a  policeman  enters  a  low  den  of 
thieves  and  looks  round  searchingly  to  see 
that  no  villany  is  hatching.  He  is  not 
contaminated  by  that  association,  for  he  i& 
doing  his  duty.  So  do  I  feel,  among  them 
but  not  of  them — with  those  croupiers,  the 
Fagins,  Sikeses,  and  Dodgers  of  the  place, 
pursuing  genteelly  what  is  no  better  than 
"cracking  a  crib.*'      I    would    give    the 
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Fagins  and  others  one-half  less  penal  ser- 
vitude than  these  rascals.  ... 

Certainly  it  is  the  most  curious  spectacle, 
far  above  any  human  interest.  And  such 
:wretched,  little,  mean,  low  glimpses.  The 
woman  who  pillages  a  wretched  florin  and 
goes  through  a  perfect  row,  is  insulted  by 
the  croupiers,  is  hustled  by  the  servants — 
all  to  get  a  miserable  one-and-eightpence ! 
A  gold  piece  drops  on  the  ground;  the 
owner  will  not  hear  of  any  one  stooping 
to  look  for  it,  and  sternly  keeps  the  space 
clear  about  it  till  the  servant  comes  with 
the  light.  That  fellow,  too,  would  never 
succeed  in  finding  it;  it  would  travel  up 
his  sleeve,  unless  there  was  an  honourable 
understanding  of  a  deduction  for  his  service 
of  at  least  ten  per  cent.  These  familiars 
thrive  and  fatten  on  the  gamblers;  spoils 
pour  in  on  them  in  every  conceivable 
way. 
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One  encumbers  the  successful  gambler 
with  obtrusive  help  about  his  hat — a  florin ; 
another  has  a  bag  of  old  gloves,  which  he 
pins  down  round  the  table,  when  the  play 
begins — another  florin.  These  dirty  sym- 
bols keep  places — a  service  to  be  remune- 
rated with  florins.  I  look  at  the  man  on 
the  high  stool  behind,  who  is  the  detective, 
and  whose  duty  it  is  to  watch  and  measure 
and  pay,  and,  above  all,  support  his  under- 
strappers with  the  air  of  a  sort  of  dis- 
interested bystander,  who  must  interfere 
at  the  last  moment  with  his  impartial 
testimony.  This  is  rather  too  good.  What 
a  set! — so  harmonious  and  consistent  in 
all  their  associations !  "  Gang ''  is  the 
ruder  but  more  appropriate  word.  Not 
one  of  them,  I  can  see,  likes  me ;  they  look 
at  me  with  distrust ;  they  know  what  I 
think  of  them,  how  I  could  expose  them, 
and    strip   them    of  some    of    their    gains 
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if  I  chose.  What  a  strange  sense  this  is 
of  secret  power — power  lying  dormant,  but 
.  which  could  be  exerted  at  any  moment. 
To  think  that  if  I  seriously  laid  my  mind 
to  the  task,  I  could  strip  them  of  thou- 
sands— as  I  could  do.  The  "  black  "  man, 
as  I  call  him,  who  is  something  between  a 
"betting  man"  and  an  upper  turnkey, 
overheard  me  directing  the  young  girl  how 
to  win,  and  the  look  of  distrust  and  dislike 
he  gave  me  was  indescribable.  He  would 
like  to  have  called  up  two  of  his  bullies  in 
the  gold  lace,  to  have  hustled  me  out — 
if  he  dared,  .  .  . 

The  young  girls  were  now  beside  me, 
and  one  is  staring  impudently  into  their 
faces — that  gross  stare  which  only  a  French- 
man can  give. 

"Oh,  Mr.  Austen!  You  will  help  me, 
as  you  did  the  other  night !'' 

I   looked   a  little   grave.      "That   was 
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under  protest/'  I  said;  "  and  for  one  night 
only,  as  they  say  of  the  actors." 

''It  is  not  for  the  money;  it  is  just  to 
try  your  miraculous  system.  It  is  like 
magic.'' 

"Ah,"  said  I,  "but  after  the  other  day, 
when  you  insisted  that  I  was  so  good " 

"  And  so  you  were,"  she  said,  "  were 
you  not?  As  papa  said,  it  was  better  to 
fly  altogether  than  to  fall.  He  really 
preached  on  it,  did  papa.  We  could  not 
help  laughing." 

Again  the  usual  misapprehension.  Every 
one  mistakes,  where  there  is  goodness  and 
piety  concerned. 

"  He  mistakes,"  I  said.  "  I  did  not  fly, 
nor  was  I  near  falling.  If  one  cared  to 
get  into  morals  by  this  theory,  I  could 
show  readily  that  the  act  is  nothing,  but 
the  motive,  that  is  everything." 

"But  you  do  not  mean  that  you  could 
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play,  and  at  the  same  time  not  be  guilty 
of  playing  ?"  she  said,  smiling. 

"  Well,"  I  said,  "  as  you  push  it  so  far, 
I  answer  yes." 

"  Oh,  do  play  for  me,  then — there  would 
be  no  harm  in  thaV^ 

''  Give  me  your  money,*'  I  said,  "  and 
we  will  see.  But  you  will  understand — 
I  merely  do  this  as  an  experiment,  to 
oblige  a  young  lady." 

The  usual  luck  followed.  I  waited  till 
the  colour  had  turned  up  four  times  in 
succession,  and  then  laid  on  the  opposite. 
We  won — only  a  few  francs — but  quite 
sufficient  for  her.  I  saw  what  I  could  do, 
but  stopped.  I  cannot  say  how  elated  I 
was  at  this  control  of  mere  chance. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

Ten  o'clock. — Oh,  shame,  humiliation !  that 
I  should  have  been  such  a  dupe  and  fool! 
I  could  beat,  lash  myself.  But  I  must 
write — write,  if  only  to  justify  myself. 
That  man  did  it  on  purpose,  I  know  he 
did ;  and  that  I  should  have  trusted  him ! 
Let  me  detail  it  all.  After  they  had 
gone,  I  somehow  felt  myself  in  great  spirits 
— a  sort  of  elation  and  a  sense  of  happi- 
ness I  have  not  known  for  a  long  time. 
Grainger  came  up.  I  think  he  had  been 
drinking  a  little. 

"Every  one,"  he   says,    "is  talking  of 
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your  great  luck.  There  is  no  system 
going  like  yours." 

"  It  is  only  the  system  of  good  sense, 
Grrainger,"  I  say. 

"  Then  why  not  help  me,"  he  went  on, 
"as  you  helped  that  young  girl?" 

"  Because,"  I  said,  "  that  is  a  different 
matter.  You  are  bound  to  me  not  to 
play." 

"Well,  leave  me  out  of  the  business; 
but  I  think  you  are  bound  to  do  some- 
thing for  yourself  and  your  family.  A 
man  that  wants  a  hundred  pounds,  and 
could  turn  it  by  an  hour's  work,  is  sacri- 
ficing a  little  too  much  to  his  principles; 
it's  selfish,  my  friend." 

He  said  no  more,  but — shall  I  own  it? — 
those  vile  words  began  to  ring  in  my  ear 
like  a  chime — "selfish!  selfish!" — so  it 
seemed.  A  dazzling  prospect  seemed  to 
rush  in  on  me.      All  our  little  debts  over- 
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due — ^baker  and  butcher,  the  clothes  for 
the  children,  for  which  my  poor  pet  had 
to  go,  with  humiliation,  to  that  coarse 
Wilcox,  "  to  beg  for  a  little  time."  Selfish ! 
It  was  so — to  expose  my  darling  to  that ! 
I  might  come  home,  not  rich — no,  I  did 
not  want  a  hundred  pounds,  or  two  hun- 
dred, but  even  forty,  thirty,  twenty.  What 
a  surprise,  what  an  aid  that  would  be! 
And  it  would  be  some  enjoyment  to 
diminish  the  huge  gains  coming  to  them^ 
even  by  what  I  should  be  able  to  take 
from  them.  I  trace  it  all  to  the  air  of 
security  that  was  about  me.  I  did  not  so 
much  feel  temptation,  and  my  own  theory 
of  motive  seemed  to  force  itself  on  me.  I 
know  not  what  came  over  me  at  that 
moment.  The  walls  of  restraint  seemed 
to  topple  down  as  at  the  sound  of  a 
trumpet.  For  a  second  the  whole  seemed 
harmless  and   allowable.     I   saw   cheerful 
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faces  round,  smiles  of  enjoyment,  for  every 
one  seemed  to  be  winning,  stooping  down 
eagerly  and  picking  up  money  with  laughter 
and  a  sort  of  exultation.  Every  one 
seemed  to  be  doing  what  was  harmless. 
It  was  not  play,  but  amusement.  Oh,  what 
has  followed  is  a  judgment.  I  was  too 
indulgent.  For  the  time  I  thought  leniently 
of  them  and  of  their  works.  I  could  not 
resist,  and,  stretching  over  a  sitting  player, 
who  was  very  impatient,  I  laid  down  my 
five-franc  piece  on  black,  as  the  ball  began 
to  spin.  I  had  no  nervousness,  but  even  a 
sort  of  assured  confidence.  I  had  chosen 
the  most  judicious  moment  conceivable; 
red  had  ''  gone "  already  six  times,  and  I 
had  even  nearly  lost  a  chance.  I  was 
thinking  how  curious  it  would  be  if  I  was 
to  trace  further  wealth  to  that  sohtary 
little  piece,  when  the  click  came,  the  ball 
was  at  home,  and  then  the  pause — "  Rouge 
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PAIR  RT  PASSE !"     In  Went  my  silver  piece, 
swept  in  venomously. — Oh !  I  was  mad  ! 

It  was  like  a  blow ;  it  chilled  my  heart, 
and  seemed  like  an  omen.  Worse,  I  saw 
D'Eyncourt  opposite  with  the  two  young 
girls,  smiling  and  pointing.  With  the  ■ 
usual  instinct,  my  hand  flew  nervously  to 
my  pocket,  as  if  fearful  of  being  late — 
my  fingers  were  trembling,  and  convulsively 
grasped  three  heavy  pieces.  That  would 
bring  all  back  with  a  handsome  benefice. 
D'Eyncourt  was  watching  and  smiling,  and 
I  saw  him  take  the  young  girl's  money  from 
her,  and  put  it  down  on  the  contrary 
division  to  mine.  At  that  moment  I 
declare  I  felt  a  wicked  wish  to  confound 
all  enemies.  And  strange  to  say,  felt  so 
confident  that  my  calculations  were  cer- 
tain.    The  result  was  only  put  ofi*. 

Red  again  !      Another  numbing  shock ! 
What  I  felt  was,  not  repentance  or  disap- 
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pointment,  but  anger,  sometliing  like  rage 
even,  and  a  determination  not  to  be  beaten. 
I  am  amazed  at  myself,  when  I  think  that 
my  next  step  was  to  lay  down  two 
napoleons  with  faltering  touch.  Were  my 
wits  going,  or  had  some  insanity  come  on 
me?  It  seemed  to  me  I  could  not  lay 
them  down  fast  enough.  Round  went  the 
ball  with  its  monotonous  burr;  then  the 
click,  and  that  croupier,  with  a  satanic 
sneer,  announces  red  again  ! 

Infernal  colours  !  What  devilish  arrange- 
ment was  this?     0  I  stop  there! 

Dare  I  own  to  myself,  think  for  a 
moment,  what  I  have  done?  It  seems  to 
make  my  brain  quiver.  Oh !  oh !  what  a 
fall!  Ten  bright  golden  pieces!  That 
would  pay,  and  pay  again,  all  her  little 
bills.  Oh,  wretch!  Selfish!  selfish!  What 
am  I  to  do?  Go  back  at  once — to-morrow; 
to-night!      Get    away   from    this    hellish 

VOL.  II.  8 
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place — walk — travel  third  class — submit  to 
every  privation,  and  thus  get  some  of  it 
back  ?  Get  some  of  it  hack!  Oh,  how  my 
pulse  flutters!  Yes,  what  I  did  before! 
Why  not  now?  The  luck  may  be  for  me. 
Yes,  there  is  time  still,  now.  I  must  not 
be  childish  or  ridiculous.  What  if  I 
venture,  I  say,  two  gold  louis,  and  solemnly 
vow  and  swear  before  Heaven,  on  my 
bended  kness,  not  to  go  beyond  that? 
There  is  little  or  no  difference  between 
ten  and  twelve.  One  man,  last  week,  on 
two  florins,  won  his  thirty  napoleons.  I 
saw  him. 

Now  I  just  say  to  myself,  very  calmly, 
'^  Let  me  look  into  this  matter  quietly.  I 
am  not  a  fool — an  impulsive,  ridiculous 
soul.  What  is  ten  pounds^  after  all?  To 
be  racked  by  remorse,  my  equilibrium 
upset,  all  for  ten  pounds !" 

"  Consider,    sir,"   said   Johnson,    "  what 
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a  trifle    this    will    appear    to    you   in   a 
year !" 

After  all,  I  am  not  quite  a  child,  to  be 
brought  to  account  for  spending  its  pocket- 
money.  And  I  that  have  scraped,  and 
coined  my  poor  brain  and  wits,  into  many 
a  ten  pounds,  for  my  family — it  is  hard 
that  I  should  be  brought  to  book  for  what 
a  hundred  men  in  my  case  would  do,  and 
say  nothing  about.  It  was  foolish  and 
impulsive;  but,  God  knows,  if  we  are  to 
be  brought  to  book  for  every  trifle,  life 
would  be  simply  wretched.  .  .  .  What  I  do 
blame  myself  for,  is  my  not  keeping  my 
judgment  steadily  in  hand.  These  inter- 
ruptions, and  the  sneering  looks  of  that 
man,  made  me  forget  the  unerring  law  I 
had  discovered.  .  .  .  But  why  did  I  not — " 

It  is  amazing  the  mysterious  power  of 
Zero,  ...  I  saw  it  all  through  to-night, 
though  I  stupidly  would  not  recognise  it. 

8—2 
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At  times,  it  struck  me  there  was  a  fitful- 
ness,  when  the  laws  I  have  discovered  so 
surely  were  suspended.  Then  a  flash  of 
instinct  or  genius  must  take  its  place.  Oh  ! 
but  for  those  distractions  I  could  have 
coined  money  to-night.  But  I  do  not  want 
that.  I  shall  only  just  get  back  my  own. 
Oh,  give  me  back  my  own  !  Let  me  have 
that,  and  I  swear  here,  on  my  knees,  I  will 
leave  this  place  that  instant.  Surely  it  is 
not  much  to  ask,  and  I  should  be  well  and 
happy  again.  .  .  .  Still  must  I  say  I  am 
a  little  ashamed  of  myself — such  a  pother 
about  a  few  napoleons.  How  some  of 
those  men  of  good  sense  below  would  smile 
at  me.  .  .  .  Ten  or  twelve — it  is  childish; 
I  must  be  manly.  One  would  think  I  had 
done  some  crime.  I  am  quite  too  exacting 
with  myself — too  magisterial  and  severe — 
as  bad  as  that  old  Dominie  of  a  Bulmer. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

Midnight, — Surely  there  must  be  demons 
in  the  air.  And  yet  I  return  here  quite 
calm,  in  no  fury.  They  drove  me  to  it. 
I  felt  them  holding  my  hand,  forcing  it 
to  my  pocket.  After  twenty  had  gone, 
not  she  opposite — no,  nor  all  the  clergy 
and  bishops  in  the  world,  with  their 
sniooth  platitudes — would  have  stopped 
me.  Oh !  do  not  let  me  think  of  it ! 
Don't — don't!  Let  me  go — go  out  any- 
where !  Oh,  Heaven !  Sixty — sixty  pieces 
gone!  Was  I  mad?  Did  I  know  what 
I  was  doing  ? 

0  for  this  monster  that  enters  into  the 
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soul  of  a  man,  and  makes  him  forget  all, 
every  restraint,  in  the  sense  of  this  suc- 
cession of  defeats!  Here  is  the  devilish^ 
the  demoniac  part  of  the  whole — the  per- 
versity with  which  defeat  clings  to  you,  do 
what  you  will.  Was  it  not  an  artful,  cruel, 
and  monstrous  device  of  the  arch-enemy 
to  have  selected  that  precise  moment  when 
I  had  begun,  to  take  this  turn  against  me  ? 
Heaven !  to  think  that  I  should  be  sitting 
with  only  a  few  scraps  of  silver  in  my 
pocket,  and  sixty  golden  pieces  flung  away 
in  this  blind,  wicked,  sinful  fashion — sixty 
precious  pieces,  that  I  might  have  sent 
home!  Vile,  miserable,  weak,  abandoned, 
contemptible  wretch,  where  are  your  pray- 
ers, your  complacent  superiority  and  scru- 
ples !  And  oh,  greatest  villany  of  all,  that 
I  should  not  be  dwelling  on  the  piece  of 
news  now  before  me,  in  her  gentle,  trem- 
bling writing ! 
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"  I  have  sad  news  for  you,  dearest,  which 
I  have  been  concealing,  in  the  hope  that  it 
might  turn  to  better.  Our  little  Dora  has 
been  ill,  oh,  so  cruelly  ill !  I  thought  she 
would  have  been  taken  from  us.  But  God 
is  so  good:  I  believe  chiefly  because  you 
are  good  and  self-denying,  and  he  would 
not  afflict  you.  But  she  is  out  of  danger, 
and  will  be  well  soon.  I  mus ':  tell  you  all 
we  had  to  do  to  save  her.  The  doc- 
tor here  said  we  must  get  Baxter,  the 
doctor,  from  Birmingham,  as  he  would  not 
be  answerable ;  and  the  two  visits  and  con- 
sultations came  to  near  fifty  pounds.  And 
oh,  dearest,  I  was  obliged  to  take  up  that 
money  we  had  kept  for  the  rent.  So 
what  we  are  to  do  I  know  not.  Where 
the  life  of  our  darling  is  at  stake,  I  would 
beg  and  go  to  jail,  and  do  anything.  Be- 
sides, I  know  you  are  so  clever,  and  can 
make  such   friends,    you  will  find   money 
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Someliow.  But  God  will  bless  you  forybur 
self-denial  in  the  midst  of  sin.  You  have 
walked  through  the  fire  like  the  great 
Three  of  Scripture,  and  have  not  been 
harmed.  I  am  indeed  proud  of  you  ! 
That  will  stand  you  in  grace  and  sal- 
vation  " 

Yes,  that  is  all  very  fine.  ''  God  bless 
my  self-denial!'*  How  easy  it  is  to  bring 
in  these  fine  pious  words;  it  becomes 
almost  a  conventional  shape  of  cant.  She 
is  good,  and  well  brought  up,  and  all  that ; 
but  I  would  like  to  see  the  most  pious  of 
them  all  exposed  as  I  have  been,  so  cruelly, 
miserably,  and  vilely  tried.  Why,  their 
faith  and  piety  would  all  parch  up  like  a 
bit  of  paper  before  the  fire.  It  is  easy  to 
preach  far  away  in  a  dull,  god-speed  vil- 
lage, where  you  are  not  worth  being 
tempted.  I'd  like  to  hear  our  smooth 
Bulmer     and     our     smug     bishop,     with 
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His  oily  phrases.  Oh,  it  is  easy  for 
them! 

For  this  is  all  the  regular  jargon  which 
she  has  picked  up  from  Barnard  and  Bui- 
mer  and  the  rest.  The  poorest  creature 
among  us  is  able  to  preach  and  advise,  and 
point  out  the  right  way;  and  there  is  no 
such  agreeable  pastime,  or  one  that  so  minis- 
ters  to  the  vanity  of  wretched  human 
nature.  A  broken-down  jailbird,  in  jail, 
will  find  a  satisfaction  in  giving  his  advice 
and  experience.  Above  all,  what  a  satis- 
faction in  being  able  to  say,  "/told  you 
so !"  "  /  warned  you !"  ^^  /  foresaw  all 
this !''  I  believe  that  to  be  the  most  exqui- 
site morsel  for  the  envious  crew;  and  it 
means  at  the  bottom,  "  and  I  am  delighted 
that  I  was  proved  to  be  right!"  They 
would  not  sacrifice  the  triumph  of  that^  to 
save  you. 

Oh,  what  platitudes  I  am  talking !  what 
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useless  rubbish  I  am  picking  up  !  what  aid 
can  it  be  to  me  now?  And  I  do  not  mean 
tbis,  Heaven  knows,  to  her — no,  no,  no,  a 
thousand  times  no.  She,  that  did  so  much 
for  me,  that  stood  by  me  at  that  critical 
time,  when  every  influence  was  brought 
to  bear — relations,  friends — that  I  should 
have  breathed  a  thought,  a  word,  against 
my  sweet  divinity !  Oh,  "  angels  are  painted 
fair  to  look  like  her!'^  But  how  can  a 
tried,  harassed,  persecuted  man  like  me  be 
held  accountable  for  every  fretful  thought? 
I  have  not  yet  finished  her  dear  letter — it 
shall  soothe  me. 

"  You  may  call  me  anything  you  please, 
invent  any  names  for  me.  Oh,  I  shall  ex- 
pect one  of  the  '  Blue  letters,'  as  I  call 
them.  I  know  the  next  will  bring  me 
good  news,  good  news  that  you  are  starting. 
And  Oh,  I  do  grieve  that  I  am  obliged  to 
tell  you  anything  that  will  distress  you; 
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but  what  can  I  do?  Mr.  Barnard  says, 
*  He  will  rush  to  the  tables  now,  and  sacri- 
fice his  principles  to  get  this  money  for 
you,  if  he  has  not  done  so  already,  and  lost 
heavily.'  At  this  I  could  not  help  making 
him  an  indignant  speech,  that  I  knew  you 
too  well.  In  fact  I  said  you  would  die 
sooner  than  move  a  hair's-breadth  towards 
what  you  believe  to  be  wrong.  And  that 
is  my  firm  belief,  dearest.  He  only  laughed, 
and  said  good-humouredly  '  we  would  see.' 
After  all,  he  means  well.  Later  came  in 
Mr.  Bulmer,  the  clergyman,  who  asked  a 
great  deal  about  you ;  and  said  he  would 
give  anything  if  you  were  home  again  out 
of  that  fearful  place.  No  one  knew  the 
danger  of  it.  Then  I  did  a  wrong  thing,  I 
know,  for  which  you  will  be  angry  with 
me ;  but  I  could  not  resist  taking  out  your 
diary  and  reading  him  a  little  extract,  espe- 
cially your  magnificent  denunciation  of  the 
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horrors  of  that  gambling.  I  read  as  well 
as  I  could,  and  I  could  see  that  he  was  a' 
little  jealous.  I  know  he  did  not  like  yoa 
at  that  time,  and  he  was  on  the  side  of  my 
relations,  and  he  showed  his  old  feeling  by 
saying  that  it  was  all  very  fine,  very  elegant, 
no  doubt ;  but  that  the  instant  you  returned 
he  would  put  a  simple  question  to  you, 
^  Had  you  ever  put  down  a  sixpence  ?'  " 

What  folly,  how  childish !  always  making 
me  ridiculous,  hawking  me  about  in  this 
way!  These  women's  tongues  know  no 
discretion,  babbling  and  chattering  to 
every  one.  What  business  has  he  with  me  ? 
He'll  put  his  question,  will  he?  What 
answer  will  he  get,  does  he  fancy?  "My 
good  and  reverend  sir,  pray  attend  to  your 
own  concerns.     What  was  the  instance  of 

that  horse    which  you    sold    to  Mr. ? 

Was  that  a  bit  of  sharp  practice  or  not?" 
A  fine  pass  I  am  reduced  to — everybody 
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thinks  they  can  lecture  me.  What  right 
has  he^  or  any  other,  call  him  Barnard,  or 
any  name  ?  Suppose  I  did  put  down  some 
money ^  it  is  my  own  concern,  and  that  of 
my  own  too  scrupulous  conscience.  Suppose 
I  did  lose  even.  That  is  my  business — 
distinctly  mine,  and  no  one  else's.     I  shall 

have  to  bear  the  consequences Oh, 

Heaven,  there  it  is — consequences !  I  must 
begin  again. 

I  can  think  of  this  no  more.  Oh,  my  lost 
gold,  my  precious  money,  that  those  rob- 
bers have  stripped  me  of!  The  vile, 
scheming  miscreants,  that  fatten  and  thrive 
on  the  poor.  Oh,  what  shall  I  do — what 
is  to  become  of  me!  And  what  stupid 
folly  to  abandon  my  only  safeguard,  the 
system  I  was  preaching  of  to  others !  What 
madness!  If  I  had  only  stopped  when 
I  had  begun  to  lose,  and  then  waited  for  a 
new  opening  !     But  they  shall  give   it  to 
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me  all  back,  every  coin  of  it,  and  with 
interest ! 

As  I  was  going  out  I  saw  Mrs.  Paget 
sitting  on  one  of  the  velvet  sofas  of  the 
place.  I  could  not  endure  to  speak  to 
her,  to  any  one  then,  or  afford  to  waste 
time  listening  to  her  maternal  rhapsodies 
over  the  best  of  sons ;  but  she  beckoned  to 
me,  smiling  and  laughing — 

"  We  have  at  last  fixed  a  day  for  going," 
she  said;  "by  the  end  of  the  week  at 
farthest.  One  thing  only  really  detains 
us.     Guess !" 

"That  unique  son  of  yours?"  I  said. 

"  Quite  right,"  she  said,  laughing.  "  Do 
you  know,  he  has  taken  the  most  violent 
fancy  to  one  of  those  nice  girls — the  eldest, 
and  prettiest." 

This  was  tiresome  enough. 

**I  thought  he  would  be  taken  in,"  I 
said.     "  I  saw  it  coming." 
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"  Taken  in,"  she  said.  ''  Don't  you 
know  they  are  heiresses,  and  in  every  way 
desirable." 

"  I  have  every  reasonable  desire  for 
his  happiness — and  indeed  for  everybody's. 
I  am  rather  busy  to-night — so  you  will 
excuse  me." 

"Why,  my  dear  Mr.  Austen,  what  is 
this?  Ah!  you  have  been  unlucky  to- 
night !  Every  one  is  privileged  to  be  cross 
then.  That  boy  heeded  the  world  better 
than  you  gave  him  credit  for.  He  said 
you  would  take  to  playing;  and,  to  tell 
you  the  truth,  I  said  so,  privately,  and 
so  did  Mr.  D'Eyncourt." 

This  was  sheer  rudeness  on  her  part. 
She  knew,  and  had  been  watching  me  all 
the  time,  and  she  hoped  to  "  crow  over 
me,"  as  it  is  called — a  low,  ill-bred  woman. 
I  could  not  answer  her  from  passion ;  I 
own  it,  and  I  don't  blush  to  own  it. 
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She  went  on  with  a  scoffing  laugh. 

*'  Now  you  must  not  be  angry  with  me : 
you  know  I  am  privileged  as  a  lady.  But 
you  that  lectured  my  poor  little  Arthur  so 
grandly,  and  so  kindly  too,  now  confess 
good  humouredly,  it  is  like  a  situation  in 
one  of  the  old  comedies.  And  then  to 
become  as  enrage  as  any  of  them — so 
excited." 

I  always  try  and  remember  that  I  am 
a  gentleman;  but  this  was  verging  on 
impertinence. 

'^I  think,"  I  said,  '^  madam,  our  ac- 
quaintance does  not  justify  the  tone  of 
your  remarks.  Excuse  me  for  telling  you, 
that  1  have  given  you  no  title  to  look  for 
amusement  in  me,  or  in  my  doings." 

"  Mr.  Austen ! — Surely — none  in  the 
world." 

I  went  on  more  excited  — 

*^  And  I  shall  take  the  liberty  of  saying 
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the  same  to  your  son,  or  to  Mr.  D'E3m- 
court,  if  he  venture  to  make  any  remark 
to  me.  Only  I  warn  these  gentry  I  may 
put  it  more  strongly." 

With  this,  I  bowed  to  her  and  passed 
on.     It  will  do  her  good  as  a  lesson. 


VOL.  n. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

Thursday. — I  never  slept  till  four  this 
mornirig.  I  had  the  hum  of  that  cursed 
wheel  in  my  ears.  Was  there  ever  man 
so  cruelly  persecuted,  or  made  to  fight 
the  battle  of  life  so  pitilessly?  I  come 
here  for  a  little  holiday,  which  I  have  not 
had  for  years,  and  to  pick  up  some 
wretched  scraps  of  health;  and  when  I 
succeed  a  little,  I  find  my  house  struck 
with  affliction,  and  all  my  means  melting 
away. 

That  child — and  Dora's  piteous,  foolish 
letter!  But  what  do  I  say? — she  is  left 
to   me.     Wicked  tongue   that    should    be 
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cropped  out !  Am  I  not  ungrateful, 
brutishlj  ungrateful,  when  she  remains 
to  me ! 

After  all,  I  have  something  to  be  thank- 
ful for,  deeply  thankful  for.  And  a  few- 
napoleons  loss  is  not  such  a  crime.  Wiser 
and  holier  men  have  lost  thousands.  No, 
it  is  not  that.  "  Cursed !"  Oh,  what  words 
it  has  taught  me !  Well,  accursed — there ! 
that  is  more  decent. 

It  is  very  fine  for  a  sick,  worried,  bad- 
gered soul  to  be  picking  his  words.  I 
leave  that  to  the  complacently  virtuous 
at  home,  who  have  nothing  to  trouble 
them,  and  are  never  tried,  and  can  pray 
smoothly  on  a  soft  hassock.  I  should 
like  to  see  these  smug  pharisees  with 
bills  pouring  in,  they  going  home  with- 
out a  farthing  to  meet  those  bills,  and  a 
small  bag  with  a  hundred  pounds  in  gold, 
forgotten    by   some    one    on   the   railway 
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cushion  beside  them.  Not  notes  which 
can  be  stopped  or  identified.  There  is 
the  test  to  put  these  holy  men  to.  Try 
a  starving  curate  with  it,  and  insure  him 

against  detection 

Another  letter  lying  on  the  table  which 
I  had  passed  over.  Why  do  they  per- 
secute me  in  this  way  with  their  long 
screeds !  Yet  I  know  the  hand — Max- 
well's— yes.  What  does  he  say !  More 
of  his  underhand  work — his  stabbing  in 
the  dark ;  but  I  warn  them  to  take  care, 
for  there  is  a  point  when  the  baited  soul 
will  turn. 

"Sir, 

"  The  directors  of  this  bank  have 
learned  with  surprise  that  a  responsible 
officer  of  theirs,  entrusted  with  a  serious 
mission,  has  become  actually  notorious  for 
his   assiduous   attention   at    the   gambling 
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tables  of  the  place  you  are  now  in.  When 
there  is  considered  the  extraordinary  delay 
in  remitting  the  large  sum  of  money  which 
was  to  have  been  lodged  in  this  bank  to 
Mr.  Barnard's  credit,  very  grave  and 
serious  suspicions  arise  as  to  your  beha- 
viour. I  am  instructed  therefore  to  request 
you  will  cease  to  bring  any  fresh  scandals 
on  the  untarnished  name  of  the  house, 
and  at  once  return.  The  stories  that  have 
reached  them  would  almost  justify  them 
in  immediate  dismissal;  but  they  forbear 
further  action  until  it  be  seen  whether  you 
can  offer  any  explanation.*' 

Return !  But  whither  am  I  to  turn  for 
money?  Sixty  pounds!  why  it  will  be  to 
return  home  and  face  bailiffs.  He  told 
me  last  time  he  could,  give  me  no  more 
time,  and  that,  on  another  occasion,  I  must 
be  punctual.     I  could  no  more  make  out 


134  FATAL    ZERO. 

sixty  pounds  than  I  could  fly.  I  had 
better  go  home  at  once  and  face  them 
all.  It  will  be  over  the  sooner.  As  for 
any  good  I  have  gained  by  coming  to 
this  place,  it  is  all  gone  now  by  this  worry 
and  affliction.  My  nerves  seem  all  gone, 
and  my  heart  last  night  was  almost  leaping 
up  every  moment  I  could  lie  down.  God 
help  us  all.  At  any  rate,  I  will  get  out 
of  this  place. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

Four  d'cloch. — I  just  met  Grainger  coming 
out  of  the  room,  his  hand  full  of  gold.  He 
was  exulting  an  instant,  was  about  making 
me  say  to  him,  "Where  is  your  resolution, 
your  promise?"  when  I  checked  myself. 
What  right  had  I — and  indeed,  I  felt  that 
all  this  was  delusion  and  I  had  no  right 
to  set  up  as  a  preacher. 

"Don't  blow  me  up,"  he  said  gently, 
"  I  can't  help  it.     I  have  tried  and  tried. 

Besides  you  know,  you  yourself By  the 

way,    D'Eyncourt   says    he    saw  you  lose 
fifty  louis  last  night." 

''Where  is  he?"  I  said  fiercely;  "bring 
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me  to  Hm,  and  I  will  teach  him  to  invent 
falsehoods  about  me." 

"  Well,  you  lost  something,  didn't  you  ? 
But  don't  be  cast  down.  I  am  very  sorry 
for  you,  very;  and  I  tell  you  what,  here 
are  six  naps,  all  I  can  afford,  and  go  back 
and  try  again." 

I  turned  away  with  horror. 

"Never!''  I  said.  "I  have  sunk  low 
enough,  God  knows;  I  have  done  with  it 
and  with  this  place,  and  if  I  could  only  get 
away  home  at  once,  this  moment — oh  that 
I  had  never  come !" 

He  looked  at  me  gravely,  then  gently 
took  my  arm  and  led  me  out. 

"  Now  my  good  friend,"  he  said,  "  for- 
give me  if  I  speak  freely  to  you.  You 
make  too  much  of  this.  What  is  it,  after 
all  ?  A  few  napoleons !  Did  you  never 
drop  money  in  the  street,  or  have  your 
purse  taken  out  of  your  pocket?     We  get 
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over  that  soon  enough.  '  It  can't  be 
helped,'  '  must  be  endured/  and  all  that. 
But  a  few  pieces  lost  here  seems  a  calamity, 
like  a  house  burnt  down,  or  a  murder. 
Now  you  are  so  sensible  and  rational  and 
all  that,  I  am  sure  you  will  look  at  it  in 

this  way " 

"It  is  not  that,"  I  say,  "but '' 


"Well,  I  am  glad  of  it.  What  is  it 
then — bad  news  from  home  ?  What  she, 
Dora  ill  ?" 

Dora.  A  curious  light,  and  more  curious 
expectancy  was  in  his  eyes.  I  could  pass 
over  his  speaking  of  her  as  "  Dora,"  for  I 
knew  he  was  not  conscious  of  what  he  was 
saying.  And,  indeed,  we  might  have  some 
indulgence.  I  told  him  w^hat  was  the  real 
state  of  the  case.  He  has  a  fair  heart,  and 
he  showed  S3anpathy. 

"Well,  you  have  had  your  share  of 
trials,"  he  said,  "  but  as  for  this  little  loss 
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at  the  tables,  you  must  see  how  little  it 
enters  into  the  matter.  How  would  you 
bear  with  me  if  I  gave  you  a  piece  of 
advice?  I  know  those  tables  well — they 
take  freaks  at  times,  and  then  they  destroy 
us  all.  But  in  the  average  state  of 
things,  something  is  to  be  done  with 
them.  You  fail  once,  but  you  can  try 
again." 

"  Never,"  I  said.     "  Never,  indeed !" 

'^Well,  you  are  foolish,  I  tell  you.  You 
have  lost  so  much — take  these  three  naps ; 
if  you  lose  them,  it  will  add  very  little 
to  your  other  loss ;  while  these  very  three 
might  actually  win  you  back  your  own 
money.  Ay,  not  only  that,  but  ten  times 
as  much." 

"Ah,  if  I  had  only  my  own  back 
I  should  be  happy,  and  ask  nothing 
else." 

"  Why,  there  are  numbers  of  instances. 
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There  was  that  Jenkinson  that  went  in 
with  a  florin,  which  I  declare  solemnly 
within  a  quarter  of  an  hour  had  mounted 
to  a  thousand  francs.  Why,  there  was 
Lord  A.,  whose  one  napoleon,  I  saw, 
myself,  grow  into  ten  fat  rouleaux  as 
large  as  sausages.  It  is  not  all  ill-luck,  re- 
collect. Some  one  told  me  what  Whately 
the  archbishop  said  about  'a  rashly- 
cautious  man.'  There  is  often  as  much 
folly  in  over-caution  as  in  recklessness. 
Here,  then — you  are  so  proud,  you  will 
be  under  no  compliment — give  me  one 
louis,  and  I'll  go  in  and  play  for  you. 
I  feel  a  conviction  I  can  do  some- 
thing." 

But  he  could  not  persuade  me,  and  I 
walked  away  on  a  miserable  stroll  up  into 
the  woods.  As  he  said  so  justly,  what 
was  the  loss  of  a  few  gold  pieces  com- 
pared  with   the   heavier  trials  at   home? 
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Dora  sick,  worried,  wearing  nearly  out, 
fighting  a  miserable  battle.  But  still — oh 
the  shame  and  degradation  of  the  thought 
— that  wretched  loss  of  gold  would  come 
up,  and,  I  am  convinced,  is  the  real  op- 
pression on  my  mind  at  this  moment. 
Could  there  be  a  better  proof  of  the  cor- 
ruption and  demoralization  of  that  vile 
temple  of  Satan  ? 

These  words  of  Grainger's  are  not  so 
foolish  after  all.  As  he  says,  it  cannot 
always  go  one  way;  and  this  did  not  occur 
to  his  mind,  that  it  would  amount  to  quite 
a  suspension  of  the  laws  of  chance,  if  there 
was  to  be  ill-luck  always  against  the 
players,  or  even  against  the  player  him- 
self on  different  days.  As  the  ball  cannot 
drop  into,  say  number  twenty-six,  ten  times 
running,  or  even  three  times,  so  a  player 
cannot  always  be  failing.  He  loses  now, 
but  may  win  next  time.     This  is  a  sound 
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analysis,  though  a  little  too  refined  for 
Grainger's  intellect.  Still  his  reasoning 
was  just  about  risking  one  piece  more  or 
two.  It  makes  the  loss  very  little  more, 
but  might  abolish  the  loss  itself  altogether. 
Oh,  my  poor  sweet  little  pieces,  if  I  had 
them  back,  what  a  relief,  what  joy,  what 
a  new  life,  even  as  an  earnest  of  hope 
of  better  things  coming.  There  is  the 
table  d'h6te  bell.  But  I  have  no  heart 
to  dine. 


CHAPTER   XVI. 

Ten  o'' clock,  p.m. — Here  is  my  room 
again.  Heaven  is  very  good — too  good  to 
me.  I  shall  go  to  bed  more  cheerful.  Some- 
thing drew  me  into  those  vile  rooms  after 
my  wandering  about  miserable  and  purpose- 
less; indeed  it  was  to  escape  from  myself 
during  those  weary  hours.  I  felt  a  sort  of 
thrill  and  sinking  at  my  heart.  I  drew 
near  and  looked  at  the  fatal  table ;  it  was 
another  winning  night,  and  every  one  in 
spirits  and  excitement,  and  picking  up  gold 
and  silver.  My  trembling  fingers  were 
really  drawn  by  an  overpowering  instinct 
to  my  pocket,  and,  literally  without    my 
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knowledge,  I  found  I  had  my  stake  in 
my  hand  ready  to  put  down.  Then  there 
was  a  new  combination.  I  remarked  there 
was  an  alternation,  a  zigzag  going  back- 
wards and  forwards,  and  taking  advantage 
of  this,  I  was  impelled  irresistibly  to  put  it 
down.  I  won,  and  breathed.  I  won  again, 
and  went  on,  and  have  now  got  back  six 
out  of  my  ten.  Heaven  is  very  good — oh, 
too  good !  I  meet  Grainger  going  out. 

''Well  done,"  he  said.  "I  saw  you, 
though  I  did  not  wish  to  show  myself  for 
fear  of  making  you  nervous.  Your  moves 
were  bold,  and  worthy  of  a  general,  and 
your  retreat  just  in  time." 

"  To-morrow  I  know  I  shall  get  back  the 
rest,  perhaps  more.  Even  a  few  louis  more 
would  be  something,  but  I  should  be  quite 
content." 

I  went  back  again. 

Twelve  oclock^  p.m. — ^As  I  went  out  of  the 
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Kursaal  down  the  steps  on  to  the  terrace,  I 
could  hardly  keep  myself  from  giving  aery. 
My  heart  so  light,  so  airy,  so  bounding,  so 
full  of  hope.  I  had  to  walk  round  and 
round  those  gardens  before  I  could  trust 
myself  to  sit  down  calmly,  and  take  out 
what  I  had  in  my  pocket.  Oh,  my  sweet 
darling  pieces,  there  they  are  on  the  table 
before  me,  all  come  home  to  me  again, 
rescued  from  the  vile  harpies  who  would 
destroy  us  all,  wreck  the  happiness  of  fami- 
lies for  a  single  double-florin.  Let  me  look 
again,  and  set  them  out  on  the  table  before 
me — eight,  nine,  ten.  Then  again — one,  two, 
three,  four,  five,  and  five  double-florins, 
which  make  six  louis,  and  and  nearly  another 
louis  in  single  florins,  nearly  seven  louis 
profit.  Nearly  the  sixth  of  our  rent.  Oh, 
Heaven  is  good — too  good  to  me.  I  do  not 
deserve  such  bounty;  for  only  think  what 
it  would  have  been  had  I  lost  all  that !  What 
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would  have  been  my  state  of  agony  and 
despair !  Safe,  rescued,  restored,  I  have  done 
with  them  now,  for  ever,  for  ever.  Ministers 
of  Mephistopheles,  you  did  your  best  with 
me,  but  you  have  come  out  of  the  fight 
rather  the  worse,  I  think.  You  had  nearly 
been  successful,  but  you  will  not  find  us  all 
victims.  Some  of  us  are  your  match.  I 
feel  so  well  and  happy,  I  shall  feast 
royally,  that  is  treat  myself  to  a  little  bottle 
of  Hockheimer.  I  have  been  so  low,  I  want 
it. 


VOL.  n.  10 


CHAPTEE  XVIL 

To-DAT  has  quite  an  air  of  a  festival.  I 
see  tlie  singing  Diva.  The  little  lady  with 
the  marble  face  and  projecting  chin  is  sing- 
ing, and  I  think  after  my  victories,  two  or 
three  florins'  worth  of  sweet  music  will  be 
welcome.  I  so  love  music,  though  not  this 
opera.  I  had  wished  for  the  melodious 
Traviata,  often  promised  and  denied  by  this 
tricky  administration.  To-night  it  is  Cris- 
pino,  a  sparkling  little  comic  opera,  full  of 
pretty  tunes,  and  well  suited  to  the  tricks 
and  caprices  of  the  little  lady  whom  we  call 
a  Diva,  for  the  lack  of  a  better  one.  I  must 
say  I  am  a  little  dazzled  by  what  the  ad- 
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ministration  have  done  in  the  way  of  a 
theatre.  A  more  gorgeous  and  elegant 
little  temple  of  its  size  it  would  not  be  pos- 
sible to  frame.  Well  filled,  charmino: 
dresses,  and  elegant  people.  I  see  near  me, 
in  the  stalls,  a  little  party  whom  I  have 
noticed  often;  a  young  girl,  so  strangely 
like  my  Dora  at  home,  that  it  makes  me 
start;  the  same  rich  dark  hair,  the  same 
refined  turn  in  the  face,  the  same  look  of 
sparkling  gaiety  and  enjoyment  which  was 
Dora's  attraction,  with  large  heavy  Italian 
earrings  that  seemed  almost  Indian  in  shape. 
A  dull  Englishman  beside  her  talked  and 
whispered  the  whole  time,  and  prevented 
her  attending  to  the  music — I  dare  say 
thought  he  was  recommending  himself 
vastly.  I  could  wish  she  had  snubbed  him 
as  he  deserved.  I  am  in  such  spirits,  and 
shall  go  out  now,  have  a  cup  of  cofi'ee  and 
chocolate,  and  then  walk  about  the  gardens 

10— :i 
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in  the  balmy  night  air,  looking  up  at  the 
illuminated  terrace.  I  have  grown  quite 
fond  of  that  pacing  up  and  down  in  these 
gardens  so  late.  Such  dreams  and  specula- 
tions have  floated  before  me  there  as  I 
look  up  to  the  calm  and  placid  sky  over  the 
trees ! 

I  can  almost  smile  at  myself  and  my 
awful  state  yesterday.  I  am  far  too  sensi- 
tive, and  I  am  sure  if  any  of  these  good 
and  proper  people  here — had  they  lost 
money  even  that  did  not  belong  to  them — 
would  take  it  quietly  enough.  Their  withers 
would  not  be  wrung  on  such  provocation, 
and  they  would  make  some  complacent  ex- 
cuses to  themselves.  Some  would  say  I  was 
scrupulous,  too  scrupulous;  which  would 
be  according  to  their  imperfect  lights.  How 
can  they  tell,  or  what  can  they  know?  I 
pierce  deeper,  and  can  tell  them  it  was 
another  matter,  some  thousand  miles  away, 
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I  was  thinking  of.  It  was  my  Dora  and 
home  that  was  present  to  me — her  dear 
letter  and  distresses.  "  A  dark  cloud,"  she 
wrote,  in  her  graphic  style,  ''  which  will 
pass  away."  This  was  what  was  over- 
shadowing me.  This  unselfish  motive,  as 
indeed,  without  vanity,  I  may  call  it.  I 
was  not  thinking  of  a  trumpery  loss,  and  of 
such  poor  contemptible  enemies,  whose 
game  is  in  my  hands,  and  who  are  almost 
children  to  me  at  their  own  weapons  and 
machinery,  which  take  in  a  few  fools,  and 
them  only.  And,  by  the  way,  how  curious 
the  analogy  even  here  to  morals  and  virtue. 
What  a  testimony  to  the  great  and  good 
advice,  which  so  often  goes  in  at  one  ear 
and  out  at  the  other,  not  to  be  dispirited  at 
a  reverse,  but  "  bide  your  time."  Even  to 
their  debasing  chicanery  that  golden  rule 
applies.  Valuable  lesson,  indeed;  though 
I  had  a  distinct  idea  there  could  be   no 
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doubt  about  it.  There  is  a  uniformity  in 
all  tbese  dispensations  which  applies  uni- 
versally ;  and  thus,  a  la  Jaques,  we  find  good 
in  everything. 

What  a  thing  the  sense  of  power  is! 
Poor  "huckaback"  minds  of  the  common 
cheap  pattern,  never  can  look  beyond  the 
immediate  moment.  Defeat  or  repulse  for 
a  time  is  with  them  defeat  for  ever.  They 
cannot  understand  the  masterly  policy  of 
retreat  preparatory  to  an  advance — the 
"reculer  pour  mieux  sauter."  The  timid 
and  ignorant  dabbler  in  the  funds  sells  on 
a  fall ;  the  spirited  speculator  holds  and 
buys  more.  So  with  your  common  vulgar 
players,  who  fly  disheartened  by  a  loss. 
The  rascals  who  hold  the  tables  know  this 
well.  They  thought  /  would  have  done 
the  same.  I  am  tempted  to  try  and  give 
them  a  lesson  once  and  for  ever.  It  would 
be  a  bit  of  triumph  to  show  them  my  skill 
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fairly,  and  I  do  not  see  that  I  am  bound  to 
show  them  any  quarter.  They  would  have 
shown  me  none  yesterday.  Our  govern- 
ments give  the  criminal  no  quarter,  and 
take  his  spoil  from  him.  I  daresay  when 
I  go  home  and  tell  my  story,  J  shall  have 
to  meet  reproaches,  and  even  a  wounded 
surprise  from  Dora.  ''  If  you  could  do  all 
this,  I  think  a  few  pounds  for  our  pressing 
necessities  could  have  been  no  great  sin.'* 
No  great  sin  1  Certainly  not,  my  pet ;  and 
your  gentle  soul  is  scarcely  trained  enough 
to  appreciate  these  niceties.  The  example 
is  something ;  but  you  would  hardly  follow 
me  if  I  said  that  by  way  of  punishment  to 
them  it  would  be  no  such  harm. 

With  light  heart  I  went  in  again.     I  saw 
a  ruefulness  and  distrust  in   the   pinched 

face  of  M.  B .     He  knew  that  I  knew 

him  and  his  ways.  He  knew,  too — for  these 
men  note  the  most  trifling  incidents    of  the 
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day — ^that  I  had  got  back  from  them  every- 
thing they  had  tricked  me  out  of,  and  more. 
I  could  see  the  mortification  in  his  eyes. 
Studying  the  game  more  carefully,   it  is 
amazing   what   fresh    lights   and  instincts 
break  in  on  me.     If  I  had  but  time  I  could 
develop  the    whole  into    a  science  whose 
certainty  and  accuracy  would  be  assured. 
But  your  pedant,  even  if  he  knew  its  rules, 
would  infallibly  break  down ;  because,  like 
the  skilful  general,  there  are  moments  when 
you  must  fling  away  rule  and  trust  to  in- 
stinct— a  glorious  instinct,    quite  as  infal- 
lible.    I  felt  it  all  to-day,  and  scarcely  ever 
was  at  fault.      The  strangest  "  power '*  I 
see  is  that  of  Zero,  and  there  is  one  man 
present,  who  I  admit,  has  some  of  this  in- 
stinct with  a  true  knowledge  of  the  laws 
and  seasons  that  relate  to  this  Zero.      I  see 
too,  plainly,  the  most  amazing  results  could 
be  obtained I    am    half  provoked 
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with  myself  for  not  obeying  the  silent  su- 
pernatural invitations  I  received  a  dozen 
times  to-day — it  is  like  flinging  away  the 
blessings  of  nature,  ever  bountiful.     If  they 

challenge  me  in  this  way  so  persistently 

Well,  before  I  go,  a  few  minutes — as  an  ex- 
periment  


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

Midnight. — 0  wretched,  miserable,  weak 
fool,  I  deserve  it  all,  every  bit  of  it !  It 
was  blind  cursed  folly,  and  madness !  Oh, 
what  is  to  become  of  me  now  ?  All  gone ! 
All  this  money — I  don't  know  how  much. 
And  what  does  it  matter  now?  Oh,  I  must 
hold  my   very   heart — I   cannot    breathe. 

0  wicked,  wicked,  vile  scoundrel!  What 
am  I  to  do  ?    Nothing  left — all  gone — and 

1  cannot  fly  from  this  place !  0  den  of 
thieves  and  worse  than  murderers,  you 
have  undone  me  at  last !  Let  me  see  now, 
let  me  turn  out  these  pockets.  Yes;  five, 
six  florins,  and  three  wretched  kreutzers; 
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and  one — yes,  and  another — just  two  napo- 
leons left.  0  you  fool,  you  base,  mean, 
pitiful  scoundrel!  What  is  to  become  of 
me  now  ?  Their  devilisb  seduction — letting 
me  win  at  first,  then  a  little  loss,  and  that 
desperate  doubling  to  get  all  back!  My 
brains,  my  wits,  all  fled,  and  I  saw  nothing 
but  the  cursed  green  board.  If  I  had  had 
a  hundred  more  it  must  have  followed,  for 
it  was  a  necessity  I  should  get  it  back.  Oh, 
it  will  never  come  back,  and  1  am  ruined 
and  disgraced  for  ever.  Let  me  die.  I 
cannot  show  my  face. 

Thus  the  whole  of  the  day  goes  by — I 
with  a  sort  of  restless  demon  locked  up  in 
me,  which  would  not  allow  me  to  remain 
quiet  three  minutes  in  one  position.  If  I 
sit  for  a  few  minutes,  flutter,  flutter,  begins 
every  nerve  in  my  whole  system.  My 
heart  throbs  as  if  from  machinery,  and  the 
only  thing,  it  seems,  that  can  save  me,  is 
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to  leap  up  and  walk — walk  furiously,  in 
any  direction.  Passing  by  objects  swiftly, 
— trees,  men  and  women — that  gives  me  a 
relief,  the  headlong  motion  disturbs  the 
beat  of  the  pendulum,  and  whirling  wheels. 
I  have  not  time  to  think  from  the  physical 
action.  Oh,  such  a  long,  long  day  !  0 
the  leaden  wings  of  the  hours  dragging 
on  like  the  foreshadowed  eternity!  ...  I 
dared  not  go  near  that  terrible  red  stone 
palace.  I  shrank  from  it  as  from  a  burn- 
ing furnace  whose  glow  spread  for  half  a 
mile  round — from  itself,  from  its  gardens, 
from  the  very  look,  seen  so  far  off.  I  was 
carrying  the  raging  glowing  embers  of  a 
stove  within  me.  Oh,  the  miles  I  paced 
up  and  down  and  round  those  streets, 
something  drawing  me,  and  I  struggling 
against  the  influence,  to  the  red  sandstone 
palace. 

But  at  last  the  noon  was  past — the  even- 
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ing  came  ;  and  then  I  knew  the  lamps  had 
been  brought  in  there^  and  the  true  business 
begun.  The  brigands  and  ruffians  who 
had  stopped  me  and  pillaged  me,  had  other 
prey  now.  Oh,  those  hours! — then  the 
night!  .  .  . 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

The  morning  again!  The  delightful  air, 
cool,  refreshing;  the  trees  and  walks  and 
groves.  But,  with  their  sham  air  of  inno- 
cence, is  the  taint  of  sin  and  temptation.  To 
their  leaves  and  branches  cling  the  mutter- 
ings  and  despairing  ejaculations  of  those 
wandering  under  them,  who  have  lost  peace 
and  happiness  for  ever,  and  found  ruin. 
There  are  the  innocent,  as  it  were,  the 
titularly  good — the  young  girls  and  their 
mammas,  who,  in  a  cowardly  way,  lend 
their  sanction  to  these  villanies,  throwing 
the  cloak  of  respectability  over  this  den, 
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and  who  pay  no  penalty.  They  affect  to 
shut  their  eyes,  and  selfishly  enjoy. 

Yet  they  are  as  guilty  as  any.  I  tell 
them  so,  solemnly.  Shame — shame  on 
them,  who  have  not  even  the  poor  pretext 
of  damaged  health !  They  will  spend  their 
money  and  enjoy  themselves — ay,  and  more 
scandal  for  them ! — will  all  the  time  sancti- 
moniously reprobate  what  is  going  on 
round  them,  and  then  return  quite  happy 
and  as  they  came.  Then  they  will  tell 
their  friends,  '^  Oh,  it  was  shocking  to  see 
those  scenes!  We  never  went  near  the  place, 
except  just  passing  through.'^  Lay  that 
unction  to  your  souls,  my  pious  ladies — 
that  hypocrisy  wont  do.  You  have  not 
fallen  because  your  jaded  hearts  are  indif- 
ferent, and  so  caked  over  with  the  cold 
crust  of  fashion  and  deceit,  that  you  have 
lost  even  the  warm  feeling  of  temptation. 

So  take  no  pride  in  that,  and  never  fear 
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you  will  all  be  reckoned  with,  and  in  good 
time,  and  according  to  the  weight  of  your 
responsibility.  There  is  one  who  weighs 
all  these  things,  in  scales  to  which  the 
most  accurate  balance  that  jeweller  could 
devise  for  his  gold  and  gems,  is  as  rude  as 
a  common  weighing-machine.  There  they 
were,  all  passing  me,  with  their  empty 
chatter.  They  seemed  to  look  at  me,  but 
■I  know  this  was  my  own  morbid  soul. 
Oh,  if  I  could  get  away  home — anywhere 
— even  into  a  jail  I  But  how  is  this  to 
end?     What  must  I  do? 

I  was  wearied  with  all  this  agony,  worn 
down  sorely,  as  if  I  had  been  carrying  a 
heavy  load  and  was  now  come  to  an  inn  to 
rest;  and  then,  dropping  to  sleep,  I  had 
reasoned  myself  into  a  belief  that  it  might 
not  be  so  awful  a  calamity  after  all.  As 
usual,  the  blessed  night  and  more  blessed 
sleep  seemed  to  interpose  and  put  all  off 
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for  a  long  indistinct  time,  like  the  troubles 
which  the  wise  prophesy  for  children  when 
they  are  to  grow  up. 

With  the  morning — a  cold  and  grey  one — 
I  was  put  back  again  to  long  before  the  time 
where  I  had  left  off.  It  was  all  to  begin  again 
with  that  terrible  soreness  and  dull  aching 
oppression  of  my  heart,  as  though  some 
calamity,  from  which  there  was  no  hope  of 
extrication,  had  taken  place  last  night>  I 
lingered  on,  actually  shrinking  from  rising, 
not  from  laziness,  dreading  to  go  out  and 
face  these  goblins ;  but  I  did  go  out  along 
the  beautiful  walk,  by  the  charming  trees, 
breathing  the  fresh  morning  air,  but 
shrinking  guiltily  from  every  face  I  met, 
as  if  they  knew  my  crime.  How  every 
familiar  object,  only  a  short  time  ago  so 
welcome  and  agreeable,  now  jarred  upon 
me ;  they  all  touched  that  one  horrible  chord 
which  goes  harshly  into   my  very   heart. 

VOL.  n.  11 
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How  I  hate  the  very  cheerfulness  and  vapid 
hilarity  of  these  morning  fools  who  greet 
each  other  so  complacently,  and  clatter 
their  nonsense  about  their  '^  tumblers." 
I  could  not  endure  it.  The  band  was  now 
a  damned,  hellish  orchestra,  hired  by  the 
demons  who  had  ruined  me!  It  seemed 
to  thrill  every  nerve  in  my  wretched  sys- 
tem, and  to  send  my  heart  in  wild  leaps 
and  spasms  dancing  upwards.  I  could 
wish  to  fling  myself  away  headlong,  to  get 
free — to  escape — but  I  was  bound  fast,  as 
if  in  a  cell,  in  a  jail,  and  did  not  see  how  it 
was  all  to  be  resolved.  It  was  as  though 
I  had  a  fortune  yesterday,  and  was  ruined 
to-day !     It  was  as  good  as  utter  ruin ! 

Oh,  folly !  stupidly  blind  dulness !  or 
rather  the  devilish  infernal  perverseness 
which  was  lying  in  wait  for  me,  and  choos- 
ing the  most  luckless  moment,  found  a 
diabolical  zest  in  stopping  me  at  every  turn ! 
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I  believe  ^Aa^— from  my  soul  I  do  1  There 
it  is,  where  these  demons  find  their  true 
relish  and  enjoyment;  just  as  a  devilish 
man  would  find  his  in  mortifying  you,  or 
frustrating  your  plans.  No;  it  was  too 
exceptional.  I  don't  want  to  be  told 
according  to  the  cant^  "  it  was  all  chance," 
or  that  the  run  was  against  me.  I  believe, 
solemnly,  it  was  regularly  organized  below, 
in  the  cellars  of  hell;  that  they  planned  the 
whole  expressly  because  they  knew  me  to 
be  their  sure  and  certain  enemy!  They 
might  well  wish  to  be  revenged;  for  I  did 
them  mischief  enough.  A  fine  return  I 
have  got,  truly!  Handed  over  to  them, 
made  their  victim,  pillaged,  miserably 
destroyed  for  ever,  body  and  soul !  Where 
shall  I  look  for  that  money?  Chance 
indeed!  Could  I  not  show  my  piles  of 
cards,  marked  for  days,  and  weeks,  and  I 
defy  any  man  to  point  out  such  a  combi- 

11— a 
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nation,  and  tell  me  that  I  should  have 
stumbled  accidentally  on  such  a  juncture ! 
No !  it  has  the  mark  of  its  satanic  author- 
ship. A  poor  wretch  could  struggle  against 
a  taunting  ruffian  like  D'Eyncourt,  but 
could  not  play  against  hell  and  its  master. 
With  coolness,  desperation,  I  should  beat 
them  still;  they  would  not  be  allowed  to 
have  it  all  their  own  way. 


CHAPTER  XX. 


I  SAW  the  clergyman  of  the  place  hurrying 
past— he  whom  I  had  "  set  down"  so  cleverly 
the  first  day  almost,  and  who  has  never 
forgiven  the  mortification.  He  looked  at 
me  inquisitively,  as  if  trying  to  make  out 
particulars  in  my  face,  by  reporting  which 
he  could  gain  consequence.  A  fine  speci- 
men of  the  charity  that  delighteth  in  the 
evil  of  no  man!  Of  course  he  thought 
himself  superior^  though  he  dared  not,  for 
his  credit  sake,  expose  himself  to  the  temp- 
tation. He  saw  all  this  contempt,  and 
that  I  read,  and  had  read  him  before,  like 
a  book;    and  uncommon  poor  reading  he 
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was!  So  he  passed  on,  but  I  caught  him 
in  the  act  of  looking  back.  Then  he  stopped 
and  returned  to  me. 

"  You  look  unwell/'  he  said,  "  and  quite 
changed.  You  seem  to  excite  yourself 
too  much." 

"  If  I  excite  no  one  else,"  I  replied, 
coldly,  "  it  becomes  my  own  affair." 

"  I  am  sorry  to  see  this,"  he  said,  '*  and, 
you  will  forgive  me  for  reminding  you,  I 
did  my  best  to  warn  you." 

"  Warners,''  I  said,  perfectly  beside  my- 
self at  his  interference,  "  would  be  s'adly 
grieved  if  their  warnings  did  not  come 
true.  In  your  pulpits  you  revel  in  con- 
signing people  to  tortures  and  punish- 
ments; but,  thank  God,  you  have  no 
power  to  send  us  there !" 

He  looked  at  me  a  moment,  and  then 
said,  with  assumed  quietness,  "  I  am  very, 
very  sorry  for  this.     I  know  your  story, 
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and  you  do  me  wrong  if  you  think  I  judge 
harshly  of  you.  I  believe  you  mean  well. 
You  have  a  charming  household  at  home, 
and  God  knows  it  is  hard  for  even  the  best 
of  us  to  stand  to  our  resolutions." 

"  The  best  of  us,"  I  said,  "  meaning,  of 

course,  you  and  your  cloth But  come, 

/  do  not  ask  for  your  official  services,  and 
there  is  no  resolution  of  mine  that  concerns 
the  chaplain  of  the  licensed  gambling  hells 
of  Homburg." 

1  think  he  must  have  shrunk  under  this 
thrust.  I  had  not  lost  my  old  powers  of 
cut  and  hit  ;  but  again  he  answered 
quietly : 

"I  mean  no  offence,  and  it  is  sincere 
pity  that  makes  me  speak.  Bear  with  me. 
Do  not  suppose  I  am  thinking  of  any 
trifling  money  loss — twenty,  or  thirty,  or 
forty,  or  even  a  hundred  pounds.  Numbers 
of  the  best  and   wisest  do   that,    and   no 


168  FATAL    ZERO. 

shame  to  them.  I  myself,  whom  you 
would  say  should  be  ex-officio  perfect, 
often  commit  things  quite  analogous  in 
their  way.  Indeed  you  mistake  me;  I 
heard  you  were  unfortunate,  and  as  I 
begged  of  you  before  not  to  go  near  the 
danger,  so  do  I  now  beg  of  you  not  to 
make  too  much  of  the  danger.  It  is,  after 
all,  a  trifle.'' 

I  was  a  little  astonished  at  this  new 
tone,  and  even  stopped  a  hard  hit  that  was 
actually  on  its  way.  I  suppose  he  had 
some  object.  Very  likely  the  hell-keepers, 
with  whom  he  was  on  an  agreeable  footing, 
had  sent  him  to  prevent  anything  "un- 
pleasant" taking  place,  or  that  might  shock 
the  company.     He  went  on  : 

"I  know  enough  to  say  that  in  this 
place  all  losses  appear  magnified,  unnatu- 
rally distorted  even.  When  you  get  away, 
you  will  smile  to  see  how  you  have  been 
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affected.  I  have  known  this  happen  again 
and  again.  Even  if  the  loss  be  great^ 
what  is  it  compared  with  the  sorrow, 
despair,  waste  of  life,  and  utter  hopeless- 
ness into  which  this  morbid  feeling  of  yours 
will  hurry  you!" 

"You  speak  to  me,"  I  said,  "with  un- 
common freedom,  sir." 

"Good  Heavens!"  he  went  on,  "what 
are  a  few  pounds  compared  with  life,  and 
a  happy  home ;  with  the  misery  which  you 
selfishly — forgive  me  the  word — entail  on 
those  who  should  be  so  dear  to  you,  should 
you  persist  in  investing  this  matter  with 
all  the  horrors  of  a  tragedy.  Come,  Mr. 
Austen,  be  a  man,  and  a  manly  one;  face 
this  difficulty  as  a  hundred  thousand  mer- 
chants and  commercial  men  have  faced  far 
greater  ones.  The  first  thing  is,  fly  from 
this  place  without  a  second's  delay.  Think 
of  your  lost  money  as  if  it  had  gone  back 


170  FATAL   ZERO. 

into  the  bowels  of  the  earth  from  whence 
it  came.  Let  it  go  !  It  will  never  come 
hack  to  you  !" 

"Fine  comforter!"  I  said. 

"Get  to  your  own  home,  your  dear 
home,  as  fast  as  you  can ;  travel  night  and 
day,  until  you  have  put  the  sea  between 
you  and  this  fatal  tempter.  Then  search 
out  your  friends,  tell  them  the  trouble 
boldly,  get  the  weight  off  your  soul,  and 
you  will  be  amazed  to  find  with  what  a 
quiet,  *Is  that  all  T  they  will  come  to  rescue 
you  from  your  terrible  misfortune." 

"  Fine  advice  !"  I  said,  bitterly.  "  Your 
trade,  sir,  in  this  place,  accustoms  you  to 
think  lightly  of  all  the  wretchedness  that 
flows  from  the  infamous  system  maintained 
here !  At  the  news  of  some  wretch  found 
suspended  in  that  wood,  *Is  that  all?* 
would  be  the  remark  of  you  and  your 
employers  y 


FATAL   ZERO.  171 

He  coloured. 

"  *  My  employers !'  But  I  see  I  am 
wasting  your  time  and  my  own.  I  must 
tell  you  that  you  have  been  most  ungra- 
cious now,  as  you  were  in  the  beginning. 
If  you  had  attended  to  me  then,  with  even 
ordinary  civility,  you  might  have  been 
spared  this  humiliation  and  even  degrada- 
tion. For  I  tell  you,  and  I  see  it  as 
plainly  as  that  bright  sun,  you  are  only 
beginning,  and  you  will  be  dragged 
down  fatally,  lower  and  still  lower.  The 
very  first  day  I  noted  your  self-sufficiency 
and  confidence  and  air  of  superiority 
to  these  most  pardonable  human  fail- 
ings.'^ 

''  Pardonable !"  I  said,  amazed  at  the 
man's  obsequious  toleration  of  vice. 

*'  Yes,  pardonable  ;  and  I  knew  that  you 
would  be  one  of  the  earliest  to  fall.  I 
would  have  helped  you,  that  is,   have  got 
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you  help,  to  leave  this  place ;  but  go  on 
your  own  road  now :  I  shall  not  trouble 
you  more." 

He  was  gone,  to  make  his  morning  calls 
to  the  fashionable  strangers  wandering 
about,  just  as  the  humbug  German  doctor 
made  his.  How  insulting  he  was  with  his 
impertinent  taunt  about  "my  superiority" 
and  self-sufficiency,  because  I  dared  to 
encroach  upon  his  preserves  and  to  talk 
piously  and  conscientiously  without  a 
licence  !  There  was  the  sting !  So  he  would 
get  me  helped  away,  would  he?  Now  I  see 
it  all.  His  employers  would  be  the  ones 
to  help  me  away.  They  do  not  like  to  see 
excited  faces,  or  wild  eyes,  about  their 
place.  It  scares  the  genteel.  Fine  almoner- 
ship  for  the  church !  And,  sooner  than 
contaminate  my  fingers  with  their  unholy 
gold,  I  would  beg.  So  that  was  the  secret 
of  his  embassy  !     I   shall  neither  fly   nor 
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stay ;  but  I  am  not  sunk  so  low,  as  that  the 
loss  of  some  money  should  lay  me  under 
obligation  to  a  doubtful  and  "  shady,"  as 
they  call  it,  parson. 


CHAPTER  XXL 

Noon. — I  see  two  letters  whicli  I  did  not 
notice  last  night.  Yes^  but  I  did.  I  shall 
not  tell  lies  to  myself,  though  I  am  sunk 
low  enough.  I  did  see  hers^  but  I  did  not 
care  to  open  it.  I  could  guess  the  tune. 
Here  it  is  now.  Oh,  I  blush  as  I  look  at  the 
writing,  and  as  I  would,  were  Dora's  own 
sweet  eyes  turned  on  me  now.  I  saw  that 
fellow  here  that  is  outlawed,  and  dare  not 
show  his  face  in  England ;  but  what  is  he 
to  me,  that  have  wasted  the  substance  of 
those  who  are  dear  to  me,  and  have  brought 
ruin  on  them.     Here  is  her  letter.     Those 
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trembling  fingers  of  mine  may  as  well  now 
go  on  with  the  farce  of  pasting  it  in  : 

"  Oh,  ray  dearest,  what  will  you  think  of 
me  and  my  selfishness  when  I  must  again 
write  to  you  and  trouble  your  little  holiday 
with  more  dismal  news?  0  that  I  could 
suffer  it  all  myself,  but  I  know  not  whither 
to  turn,  save  to  that  one  friend  who 
knows  what  is  good  for  us,  and  will  assist 
us  at  the  fitting  time.  Our  little  child  has 
relapsed  again,  and  again  there  is  more 
expense,  and,  oh  my  dearest,  there  is  some- 
thing else  for  you  to  bear !  They  tell  us 
that  the  Bank  is  going  to  close  its  country 
offices,  and  keep  entirely  in  London — at 
least  this  is  rumoured.  So  God  knows 
what  is  to  become  of  us  all !  Don't  distress 
yourself  about  the  rent,  as  I  feel  confident 
we  shall  find  some  way.  I  shall — I  must. 
You  know  my  little  stock  of  trinkets,  the 
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gold  chain  dear  mamma  gave  me,  and 
which  she  made  me  promise  I  would  never 
part  with  ?  Well,  she  could  not  mean  me 
to  be  ruined  and  wretched,  for  the  sake  of 
keeping  that  promise.  Let  us  only  keep  up, 
and  trust — something  must  come.  Mr. 
Barnard  was  here,  and  to  my  joy  tells  me, 
he  gave  you  more  than  double  what  would 
be  sufficient  for  the  journey.  So  stay, 
dearest,  as  long  as  it  will  last — though  if 
you  could  squeeze  us  out  a  few  pounds  for 
the  children, — but  here  is  my  selfishness. 
If  you  had  seen  our  dear  friend's  face  when 
I  told  him  of  your  brave  resolution — so 
splendidly  kept — of  the  prayer  that  you  so 
faithfully  say.  I  did  not  show  him  any  of 
the  diary,  you  may  be  sure ;  simply,  dearest, 
because  you  have  given  up  sending  it  to 
me — a  punishment  I  own  I  deserve  richly. 
But  I  will  coax  you  to  show  it  to  me  all 
when  you   return,   and    there   is  a  little 
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scheme  I  can  tell  you,  on  foot,  by  which  a 
little  money  may  be  turned,  on  what  they 
call  *the  half  profit  system*  —  so  our 
librarian  was  telling  me — a  little  of  the 
expense  of  publishing  to  be  met  at  first  by 
the  author,  but  he  shares  all  the  clear  profits 
after/^ 

Wretch — villain!  Again  I  say,  what  is 
to  become  of  me?  The  other  letter  from 
Mr.  Barnard.  His  orders,  indeed!  I 
wish  I  had  never  seen  his  face ;  it  was  he 
who  sent  me  on  this  cursed  journey. 
Again,  what  words  I  begin  to  use !  Yet  I 
mean  it  in  a  proper  sense.  And  why  not 
cursed  ?  It  means  what  is  under  a  curse — 
and  I  believe  I  did  set  out  under  a  curse, 
and  will  end  it  under  one !  We  shall  see. 
Why  didn't  he  let  me  die  at  home? 

"  I  wish  you  to  go  back  at  once  to 
Frankfort.  You  seem  to  have  quite  mis- 
apprehended me,  and  I  think  it  was  in» 

VOL.  II.  12 
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discreet  of  you  to  have  left  such  a  sum  at 
a  strange  bank,  instead  of  getting  a  letter 
of  credit  on  a  London  one.  I  wish,  too, 
that  you  had  adhered  to  the  letter  of  my 
instructions,  as  the  merchant  reasonably 
complains  of  my  raising  the  price  I  pro- 
posed. You  will  please  to  return  him  the 
difference  at  once,  and  I  will  give  you  a 
useful  little  business  hint,  which  may  be 
valuable.  That  insignificant  rise  in  price 
which  you  squeezed  out  of  him,  may  cost 
me  the  loss  of  thousands.  Do  you  not  see? 
And  above  all,  I  conjure  you  be  most 
cautious  about  the  gambling:  I  say  this 
most  seriously — for  the  moment  I  read  the 
fine  speeches  and  sentiments,  in  some  diary 
or  letters  of  yours,  I  will  own  to  you  I 
began  to  have  misgivings.  Get  the  letter 
of  credit  at  oncej  and  send  it  to  me  by  this 
nighf  s  post." 

Now  this  is  falling  low  indeed !     So  he 
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suspects  me;  he  does  not  trust  me.  How 
dare  he  be  so  insolent  because  he  assisted 
me  with  his  few  pounds?  Restore  my 
health  indeed!  He  has  destroyed  it! — 
ruined  me  for  ever — I  feel  my  heart  and 
nerves  worn  avmy — weary  and  inflamed  to 
a  degree  I  shall  never  get  over.  A  sword 
seems  to  have  entered  into  me.  0  that 
I  had  never  come  here,  and  had  sunk  down, 
out  of  this  vile  world — ^just  as  I  was  then.  I 
must  go  into  Frankfort,  and  take  my  load 
with  me. 

I  meet  Grainger,  who  looks  at  me  curi- 
ously, and  with  an  air  of  insolent  inquiry, 
as  it  seems  to  me. 

"  Down  in  the  mouth,"  he  says :  "  I  told 
you  there  was  no  beating  the  bank.  Heavily 
hit,  I  see." 

My  humiliation  and  despair  could  not 
let  me  stand  this,  and  I  said,  passing  on, 

"  Nothing  of  the  kind." 

12— a 
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"Are  you  serious?  What!  Been  win- 
ning on  the  system,  eh?'* 

"Neither  one  nor  the  other/'  I  said, 
angrily.  "  I  am  not  well,  and  do  not  want 
to  be  catechized." 

"  My  good  friend,"  he  said,  "  it  is  only 
the  regular  epidemic  of  the  place.  The 
losing  sickness.  Bless  you!  why  keep  up 
subterfuges  with  me?  Surely  I  know  it 
all.  A  croupier  told  me.  You  lost  every 
halfpenny  last  night.  You  haven't  any- 
thing to  bring  you  back,  you  know  you 
haven't." 

Here  was  humiliation. 

"  Now  don't,"  he  said,  "  don't  vent  it  on 
me;  but  let  us  see  what  is  to  be  done. 
As  for  a  pauper  like  me  lending  you  the 
money " 

"  Indeed  I  should  scorn  to  ask  it " 

"  It  would  be  no  use,  I  am  telling  you. 
So  I  announce  fairly.   But  I  tell  you  what, 
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I  give  you  this  valuable  bit  of  advice. 
Leave  by  to-night's  train,  or  by  the  four 
train,  which  is  the  earliest." 

"I  want  no  advice,"  I  said;  "  and  pray 
if  I  have  lost  everything,  how  am  I  to  go  ? 
Oh,  God  help  me,  Grainger,  what  am  I 
saying  or  doing?  I  am  wretched — ruined 
— and  death  is  the  only  thing  to  think 
of." 

He  looked  at  me  steadily  a  moment. 

"  I  once  was  precisely  in  that  way,  but 
no  one  pitied  me,  and  I  got  over  it,  and 
saw  what  a  ridiculous  thing  it  would  be  to 
be  talking  of  death.  But,  my  good  friend, 
you  must  do  something.  The  banker  will 
advance  you  the  money  on  the  strength  of 
your  connexion  with  Mr.  Barnard." 

"  That  would  be  robbery  and  gambling 
too;  I  have  no  right  to  borrow  what  I 
could  not  pay." 

"Well,  then  I  tell  you  seriously,  there 
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is  only  one  other  course;  you  will  scout 
it,  but  it  is  the  only  rational  one.  You 
must  get  back  some  of  your  money." 

"Get  it  back  from  them!  Why,  they 
have  no  hearts — no  pity." 

"You  talk  like    a    child — I   mean    by 

play." 

I  recoiled. 

"  Go  near  that  cursed  board  again  ?  no, 
never !  never !  I  shall  die  first.*' 

"  Die  for  sixty  or  seventy  pounds !  I 
tell  you  I  am  serious.  Take  five  naps ;  you 
have  lost  so  much,  it  will  add  five  more 
to  the  loss.  Those  five  may  bring  you 
thirty — I  don't  think  more — ^but  I  tell  you 
solemnly,  it  is  the  only  chance,  and  it  has 
happened  again  and  again.  I  know  it  is 
a  desperate  chance;  but  you  had  better 
think  of  it." 

He  has  left  me,  and  I  am  thinking  of  it, 
and  shall  think  of  it  as  I  am  in  the  train. 
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Oh,  but  there  is  but  one  devouring  feeling 
at  my  heart,  to  fly  at  once — this  moment 
— from  this  place.  The  very  name  "  kur- 
saal "  makes  my  pulse  go.  The  very  look 
of  their  red  palace  is  as  the  sight  of  a  drop 
to  a  murderer. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 


Seven  o'clock,  —  I  went  to  Frankfort. 
Alone  in  tlie  carriage  all  the  way  — 
alone  with  a  lump  of  lead  laid  on  my 
heart,  which  yet  went  heaving  and  heaving 
wearily — alone  with  my  hot  damp  wrists 
and  galloping  pulse.  That  imprisonment 
in  a  railway  carriage,  with  a  misery  at 
your  heart,  is  the  greatest  of  agonies.  I 
would  have  given  worlds  to  get  free,  walk 
about,  leave  myself  behind,  but  I  seemed 
to  be  bound  down  by  steel  bands.  It  was 
hours  long — no  hope  before  me!  How 
shall  I  tell  her — how  shall  I  meet  her,  my 
lost  ruined  Dora.     Returning  home  quite 
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restored  in  health,  to  work  for  my  family ! 
Why,  I  return  with  a  knife  in  my  heart ! 
I  look  at  that  ridiculous  "  avis  '*  to  the 
travellers,  stuck  up  there  in  three  languages, 
and  it  is  as  dim  and  confused  as  the  figures 
in  a  ledger  the  day  before  I  set  out.  God 
Almighty  look  down  on  me  in  this  agony 
— -have  mercy  and  pity  on  me ! 

I  saw  the  merchant ;  he  was  very  stiff, 
and  asked  what  did  I  want — was  not  the 
transaction  concluded?  I  explained  that 
1  had  exceeded  my  instructions,  and  would 
return  him  the  money  he  had  paid  in 
•  excess. 

"That  comes  a  little  late,"  he  said; 
"your  principal  has  heard,  I  see,  of  my 
transferring  my  commissions  to  another 
house.*' 

I  became  very  earnest  and  almost  pas- 
sionate about  the  matter,  assuring  him  it 
was  my  fault,  that  I  was  in  iU-health,  and 
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was  suffering,  and  had  a  great  deal  on  my 
mind,  and  hoped  he  would  not  injure  me 
in  this  way. 

He  looked  at  me  hard,  and  taking  me 
by  the  arm,  turned  me  suddenly  to  the 
light,  "  Ah !  I  see — the  colour  has  lost !" 

My  eyes  fell  on  the  ground. 

"  You  are  hardly  the  agent,"  he  went 
on,  "  I  would  have  chosen.  You  want 
resolution.  No  matter.  I  wont  add  to 
your  troubles.  So  I  will  take  back  the 
money.     I'll  write  a  receipt  now." 

''  I  shall  go  and  fetch  it,"  I  said. 

"  What,  not  brought  it  ?'*  he  said,  laying 
down  his  pen. 

"I  shall  be  back  in  half  an  hour,"  I 
said. 

"  Well,  I  can't  wait  longer,"  he  replied. 

I  went  out  hurriedly,  but  the  demons 
that  had  pursued  me  from  the  tables  were 
waiting  in   the  street  and  joined  me.     It 
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was  they,  I  know,  who  made  me  lose  my 
way  almost  at  once,  which  I  could  have 
sworn  I  had  by  heart.  I  asked  it,  and 
seemed  to  get  more  and  more  astray. 
Suddenly  at  a  corner  I  came  upon  Grainger, 
smoking.     For  a  second  I  felt  glad. 

"  Why,"  he  said,  ''  you  still  here  ?  Ah  ! 
I  see,  you  have  taken  my  advice — come  for 
more  money,  like  myself." 

"  Nothing  of  the  kind,"  I  said,  shortly. 
"  I  have  come  in  on  business.^* 

"  Money  is  the  only  business.  Are  you 
going  to  the  train  ?" 

"  No,'^  I  said,  rudely.  "  I  am  on  some 
private  affairs  of  my  own.'' 

"Oh,  I  see,"  he  said,  smiling;  "a  hint 
to  mind  my  own  business.  Losers  are 
always  privileged.  Still  I  will  do  you  a 
good  turn.  If  you  are  looking  for  the 
bank,  it  is  merely  round  the  corner — that 
yellow  building  there." 
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He  was  so  good-humoured  that  I  took 
his  hand,  and  said;  "  Oh,  Grainger,  have  in- 
dulgence ;  I  am  in  a  wretched,  miserable 
way." 

"  So  I  see,"  he  said ;  "  and  in  an  absurd 
way  too.  Now,  look.  You  go  off  and 
arrange  your  affairs,  whatever  they  may 
be.  I  shall  wait  for  you  at  the  "Place 
here.  You  are  a  cup  too  low  to  begin 
with." 

I  went  into  the  bank — it  was  just 
closing — and  drew  out  the  money.  I 
remembered  Mr.  B.'s  express  wish,  and 
asked  for  an  order  on  London,  less,  of 
course,  the  sum  I  was  to  return  to  the  mer- 
chant. The  clerks  were  not  very  civil,  and 
there  was  a  crowd,  owing  to  some  fair  that 
was  going  on.  Then,  when  they  did  attend 
to  me,  they  told  me  it  was  too  late,  that 
their  letters  were  sealed  up,  and  I  could 
have  no  order  that  day.     I  was  irritable, 
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and,  indeed,  the  thought  before  my  mind 
was  the  weary  journey  on  the  railway,  in 
company  with  the  weight  on  my  heart; 
and  I  said  I  would  take  the  money  and 
try  at  another  bank,  where  I  would  find 
more  civility.  The  thousand-franc  notes 
were  tossed  over  to  me,  and  I  came  away. 
I  buttoned  them  up  carefully  in  my  pocket, 
and  as  I  looked  at  them  trembled. 

I  found  Grainger  not  at  the  Place,  but 
outside. 

"Now,*' he  said,  "you  are  my  prisoner. 
I  have  ready  cash ;  and  before  you  take  a 
step  you  must  turn  into  this  restaurant, 
and  have  a  half  bottle  of  real  German 
wine.  I  want  it  myself  desperately.  Why, 
man,  you  are  in  a  fever.  It  is  all  weak- 
ness and  nervousness,  and  this  will  put 
heart,  I  hope,  into  you.'* 

I  was  indeed  weak,  and  I  own  I  thought 
with  pleasure  of  something    that    would 
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raise  my  sinking,  sinking  heart,  which 
used  periodically  to  leap  downwards^  as  it 
were,  and  make  me  think  I  was  going  to 
die.  I  felt  that  there  is  a  stage  when  you 
are  in  a  deep  and  desperate  trouble,  when 
all  you  ask  for  is  a  little  respite,  a  little 
repose;  though  the  trial  itself — too  awful 
to  think  of — is  as  fixed  as  fate,  and  must 
be  accepted.  I  was  glad  to  have  him,  and 
we  went  in.  It  was  a  burning  hot  day. 
To  '^have  something  on  your  mind,"  on  a 
bright,  sunny,  oppressive  day,  in  a  great, 
strange,  white  town,  makes  everything  yet 
more  dismal.  The  wine  was  very  good, 
and  did  put  some  heart  into  me.  In  truth 
I  have  been  too  low,  and  have  eaten 
scarcely  at  all  these  few  days.  We  came 
out,  and  then  I  went  straight  back  to  the 
merchant.  He  was  a  punctual  man,  and 
had  gone  away  precisely  as  the  clock  had 
struck,  at  the  end  of  the  half  hour  he  had 
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given  me.  Where  had  he  gone?  To  his 
villa  in  the  country ;  his  carriages  had  been 
waiting  ready  at  the  door.  No.  There 
was  no  one  left  to  take  a  message,  or  receive 
anything. 

Everything  was  going  wrong — taking  a 
crooked  turn.  But  what  did  a  trifle  like 
this  signify?  In  the  carriage  Grainger 
began  at  me. 

"  You  are  in  a  strange  way,  and  if  you 
don't  take  care,  my  friend,  you  will  go 
off  and  die.  I  know  you  will  say  what 
matter;  but  think  of  leaving  her  to  fight 
the  battle,  to  face  the  debts  and  duns,  the 
results  of  your  folly,  as  I  must  call  it. 
It  would  be  highly  selfish,  would  it  not  ? 
You  safe  and  out  of  the  confusion,  gone 
to  reap  the  reward  of  your  piety  and 
good  works  in  a  glorious  kingdom,  while 
that  poor  angel  of  a  Dora  was  left  to 
suffer." 
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He  might  say  what  he  liked,  in  what 
cold  sneering  way  he  pleased,  it  was  all 
one  to  me.  What  he  said  was  reasonable, 
though. 

"  I  come  back,"  he  went  on,  "  to  what  I 
said  this  morning.  You  must  do  some- 
thing— you  must  make  an  exertion,  how- 
ever  disagreeable,  and,  as  I  said,  try  and 
get  hack  something.  Think  of  the  long 
hours  of  agony  before  you — nights,  days, 
weeks,  months!  What  is  to  become  of 
you?  Perhaps  this  very  night  you  might 
reverse  everything,  and  leave  that  room 
happy.  I  don't  say  do  this,  but  think 
ofit.'^ 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

Nine  o'cloch, — God  Almiglity  in  his  in- 
finite goodness  be  praised.  I  come  in  with 
a  heart  something  lighter.  Grainger,  you 
are  my  saviour.  There  they  are — fifteen 
golden  napoleons  torn  from  the  clutches 
of  these  villains.  He  was  right — it  was 
a  duty  to  make  some  exertion,  and  though 
I  felt  a  shudder  as  we  drew  near  the  fatal 
rooms,  still  I  was  not  now  to  spare  myself, 
or  indulge  my  delicacies.  I  went  so  far  as 
to  accept  his  loan.  After  all,  what  was  I 
going  to  do  ?  This  was  a  different  state  of 
things  from  the  original  one.  Was  I  not 
going  to  get  my  own  money  from  robbers  ? 
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That  nerved  me;  and,  shall  I  own  it,  I 
said  a  heartfelt  prayer  to  Heaven  as  I 
took  the  first  piece  of  money  in  my 
fingers.  Grainger  was  good  and  generous, 
after  all. 

"  I  have  done  you  wrong,"  I  said, 
*^  but  I  have  tried  hard  to  repair  it.  You 
have  a  noble  nature  and  a  forgiving 
one." 

"  Don't  be  too  sure  of  that,"  he  said ; 
'^  spare  compliments  until  the  play  is 
over.  But  how  curious  you  should  be 
borrowing  money  of  me^  and  tliat  money 
what  you  called,  I  think,  the  wages  of 
sin!" 

We  were  in  the  room,  and  I  did  not 
mind  much  what  he  was  saying.  I  shrank 
back  as  I  heard  the  accursed  burr  of  the 
robbing  wheel. 

"  I  cant  go  in.  My  heart  droops  and 
sinks." 
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I  saw  black  demons  coming  up  and 
offering  to  take  my  hand.  I  covered  my 
face  and  rushed  out  on  the  terrace,  where 
the  innocent  and  virtuous  were  taking 
coffee. 

"  Are  you  mad,  or  a  fool  ?"  Grainger  said 
to  me.  "What  exhibition  are  you  going 
to  make?" 

"I  can't  face  it,"  I  said;  '4t  will  kill 
me." 

"  Then  give  me  my  money  back,"  he 
said  roughly ;  "  I  suppose  you  don't  mean 
to  rob  me  too?" 

I  did  not  heed  the  malignant  look  he 
gave  me:  for  the  word  roh  unconsciously 
persuaded. 

"  Come  in,  come  in,"  I  said,  hurriedly. 

"  No  fear  of  being  late,"  he  said ;  "  they'll 
wait  for  us." 

My  wretched  heart  seemed  to  thump  as 
I  laid  down  my  first  piece,  and  yet  I  was 
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indiiFerent.  I  doubt  if  I  would  have  even 
gasped  had  it  been  swept  off.  The  mr.n 
broken  on  the  wheel  feels  little  after  the 
first  strokes.  But  with  that  came  fortune 
back.  I  do  believe  it  was  the  blessing 
I  had  invoked,  or  perhaps  the  prayers 
of  my  pet  at  home,  to  whom,  if  things 
brighten,  and  we  live  over  all  this  (and 
the  clouds  may  break  one  of  these  days), 
I  shall  show  these  pages — this  strange 
analysis  of  a  soul — when  distance  has  made 
all  less  painful  to  look  back  to.  Ah !  I 
knew  they  could  not  beat  me  ! 

When  I  showed  Grainger  what  I  had 
got,  he  was  ill-natured  and  sneering.  That 
is  his  way.  People  are  welcome  to  sneer 
at  me  now. 

"A  wonderful  winning,"  he  said,  "but 
put  it  beside  what  you  have  lost.  It  wont 
help  you  much,  my  friend,  when  you 
offer  it  as  a  composition  to  the  bank.     I 
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should   like   to   be    present    on    the    occa- 


sion." 


"  Take  your  money  at  any  rate,"  I  said, 
bitterly ;  "  you  are  behaving  very  strangely 
to  me." 

"  You  will  only  be  asking  me  again,"  he 
said,  smiling,  '*  and  that  would  be  humiliat- 
ing. This  gambling  makes  us  eat  all 
kinds  of  dirt ;  and  I  give  you  my  honour, 
if  I  was  to  insult  you  in  the  most  degrading 
way,  we  would  have  you  returning  when 
you  had  lost  your  last  coin,  with  a 
'Grainger,  do  let  me  have  that  money 
I  returned  to  you  to-day.'  No,  my  poor 
man,  I  wouldn't  like  to  see  you  so  low 
as  that.  So  just  keep  it,  at  least  for  a  few 
hours." 

That  happy  hour  may  come ;  for  surely 
there  are  not  special  victims  selected  whom 
the  world  shall  persecute  from  beginning 
to  the  end.     Now,  to  go  to  bed,  and  get 
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some  soft  sleep,  whicli  I  sigh  for,  and  yet — 
it  is  too  early.  After  all,  there  is  nothing 
so  much  to  elevate  me, — a  few  wretched 
louis  got  back  out  of  the  vast  total  all 
melted  away.  The  luck  may  turn  to- 
morrow. It  is  really  like  being  elated  at 
surmounting  a  small  hill,  with  the  Alps, 
and  Mont  Blanc  itself,  rising  beyond.  Ah ! 
I  should  have  stayed  on,  as  Grainger  said, 
and  hacked  my  luck.  If  we  do  not  back 
our  luck,  it  will  not  back  us.  I  am  getting 
restless,  and  shall  go  out  for  a  stroll  in  the 
cool  air. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

What  was  I  to  do  ?  Yes,  what  was  I  to 
do  ?  I  could  not  live  on,  under  this  horrible, 
restless,  undecided  condition  of  existence.  If 
I  could  but  tear  myself  from  the  fatal  edge 
of  the  precipice — but  what  would  be  before 
me  then  ?  Return  to  disgrace  and  certain 
ruin.  Strange  to  say,  there  was  one  thing 
I  shrank  from;  the  terrible  suspense,  the 
journey  between — the  flutter  and  impa- 
tience of  that  would  be  worse  than  death, 
worse  than  what  was  to  come  in  the  end. 
At  the  bottom  of  the  gardens  and  out- 
side the  terrace — those  gardens  which  are 
kept  up  by  these  infernal  decorators,  and 
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in  which  some  of  my  lost  gold  will  furnish 
wages  for  gardeners  and  flowers — I  say,  at 
the  bottom  of  this  devilish  pasture  runs  the 
road,  and  on  the  other  side  of  that,  larger, 
more  retired  walks  and  grounds,  with  the 
great  view  of  the  hills  and  the  broad  open 
country,  opening  out  fresh  and  innocent, 
as  if  they  did  not,  with  the  air,  benefit  by 
man's  crimes  and  villanies.  But  this 
hypocrisy  would  not  pass  upon  me,  and 
I  knew  that  the  vile,  devilishly  got  gam- 
bler's money  had  cleared  away  the  trees, 
had  planted  others,  and  had  cut  artfully 
winding  walks  up  the  sides  of  the  hills. 
Nature  indeed!  Was  not  that  the  last 
touch  of  Satanic  craft  ?  .  .  .  . 

There  was  here  a  sort  of  retirement; 
oh!  would  to  Heaven  it  had  been  utter 
loneliness  and  desolation,  cut  off  from  the 
gangs  of  smooth  and  idle  chatterers  who 
come    smirking    by,   and   in    their    mean 
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cowardly  way  get  vile  and  sinful  benefits 
out  of  what  their  pitiful  hearts  have  not 
courage,  or  are  ashamed  of  their  fellow 
Grundys,  to  face  or  touch.  What  a  mise- 
rably contemptible  crew !  So  sneaking  and 
cowardly!  Mrs.  This,  Mr.  That,  so  gen- 
teelly good — and  yet  when  judgment  comes 
to  be  nicely  determined,  more  responsible 
for  this  mean  compounding,  than  poor 
struggling  wretches  who  make  no  pretence 
but  who  would  do  right,  had  they  strength. 
Surely  they  and  the  hand  of  swindlers  who 
hold  this  place  are  the  guilty  ones.  Never 
fear,  never  fear,  they  will  be  reckoned  with 
in  good  time  and  to  the  last  farthing — I 
pledge  my  poor  tortured  soul  for  that. 
Their  gathering  up  of  skirts  and  compla- 
cent interchange  of  suitable  reprobation 
over  the  tumbler,  and  on  the  steps  of  the 
w^ells,  with  officially  pious  lords,  ay,  and 
even  bishops  and  clergymen,  shall  not  save 
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them.  Health,  indeed !  Ordered  the  waters ! 
Must  come !  I  thought  the  good  and  the 
officially  pious  were  to  sacrifice  health, 
strength,  wealth,  life  itself,  in  the  holy  cause 
of  principle;  but  that  is  their  concern,  as 
they  will  find  out  one  of  these  fine  morn- 
ings, or  perhaps  when  the  dark,  never- 
ending  night  is  closing  in  about  them. 
Now  they  will  go  back  to  their  country- 
houses,  town-houses,  and  at  some  dinner- 
party tell  what  they  think  dramatic  things, 
about  so  many  notes  down,  so  many  heaps 
of  gold  "  raked  in  by  the  croupier/^  and 
then,  to  a  chorus  of  "  Really  now ;"  "  How 
dreadful!"  or  ^'' How  exciting!"  return  to 
sip  their  champagne  or  sherry,  quite  pleased 
with  their  own  powers  of  touching  off  a 
picture. 

What  do  they  care  if  some  agonized 
wrench  of  the  heart  followed  that  "  raking 
in"  of  the  croupier?     What  do  they  care, 
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if,  with  that  heap  of  notes,  there  rustled 
away  hope  and  happiness?  From  those 
fingers  came  in  return  the  hellish  present 
of  ruin,  disgrace,  remorse,  something  that 
would  drag  down  home  and  house — and 
maybe  death  itself.  Ah !  that  would  be  only 
too  much  of  a  blessing. 


^^M 

^^^m 

f^_^^&V^^^n 

CHAPTER   XXY. 

Here  are  some  of  this  fry,  who  do  not 
scruple  to  inhale  the  scent  of  the  gambling 
flowers,  to  walk  on  the  gambling  walks,  to 
sit  down,  as  I  see  they  do  now,  on  the 
gambling  seats.  A  benevolent  father,  ac- 
cording to  the  stage  phrase,  portly,  puffed, 
and  placid,  enjoying  these  scandalous  bless- 
ings. As  he  sits  between  his  two  children, 
he  is,  no  doubt,  quite  satisfied  with  himself 
and  them.  "  It  is  really  very  pleasant,  all 
this  sort  of  thing,  and  the  people  here  do 
it  very  nicely,  very  nicely  indeed — so  much 
good  seems  to  be  done.''  How  I  remember 
them — those  nice  girls,  for  one  of  whom 
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T  put  down  money.  It  gave  me  a  thrill  to 
see  her,  for  no  doubt,  good  as  she  was,  she 
had  led  me  into  this  fatal  fit.  I  turned 
back  to  avoid  them,  but  they  rose  and  fol- 
lowed me. 

"  Come  here,  Mr.  Austen,  we  want  to 
speak  to  you,"  said  the  portly  father. 

The  young  girl,  Constance,  was  beside 
me. 

"  Oh,  we  have  been  looking  for  you  every- 
where, and  indeed  we  were  so  sorry  to 
hear  that  you  have  been  unfortunate." 

This  was  free  and  easy.  She  would  have 
called  the  mislaying  of  her  gloves  a  mis- 
fortune. 

"Has  it  been  so  talked  about?"  I  an- 
swered, bitterly;  '^  I  thought  that  losing 
was  the  ordinary  condition  of  things 
here.  It  is  no  nine  days'  wonder,  I  pre- 
sume?" 

''  No,  indeed,"  she  said,  gently;  **butwe 
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were  looking  on,  and  then  we  heard  from 
Mr.  D'Eyncourt -" 

"  Oh,  he  talks  of  me,  does  he  ?  What  right 
has  he  to  concern  himself  with  my  affairs? 
He  is,  not  my  friend — as  it  is,  he  has  meddled 
too  much  already,  and  I  am  not  going  to 
put  up  with  it,  even  in  this  place,  where  so 
much  can  be  put  up  with.'* 

'^  Then  it  Z5  true?"  she  said,  looking  at  me 
with  alarm ;  "  and  I  reproach  myself  bitterly, 
as  it  was  my  foolish  eagerness  that  led  you 
on  to  it." 

I  did  not  know  what  answer  to  make  to 
her.     But  her  father  came  up  and  said, 

''  Come,  Mr.  Austen,  we  are  English  in 
a  foreign  land,  and  that  should  draw  us 
together  and  make  us  excuse  each  other. 
I  may  be  as  free  surely  to  you,  as  I  would 
wish  you  to  be  to  me.  Go,  dear,  and  walk 
a  little.  I  want  to  ask  our  friend  some- 
thing." 
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"  I  have  no  secret.     I  should  not  care  if 

the   whole   collection  in  this "     I   was 

beginning  excitedly,  when  he  stopped  me. 

"Xow  let  us  talk  sensibly;  first  of  all, 
don't  imagine  any  offence  is  meant  to  you ; 
and  secondly,  don't  fancy  that  I  am  to  be 
offended.  I  am  a  plain,  straightforward 
English  gentleman,  and  like  my  own  way 
when  I  have  anything  in  my  head.  We 
have  a  lord  whom  all  our  country  bench  is 
in  terror  of,  but  I  don't  care  a  button  on 
that  frock-coat  for  him." 

"  And  how  do  these  private  matters 
concern  me  ?'*  I  asked. 

"Just  listen;  I  don't  know  what  you  may 
have  lost,  whether  little  or  much,  that  is  no 
affair  of  ours,  nor  of  the  mob  gathered  here; 
but  really  there  is  something  so  strange  in 
your  appearance,  something  so  full  of 
despair,  that  every  good  person  must  be 
distressed  by  it." 
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"  They  have  surely  no  business  with  me, 
or  my  looks '' 

"  I  am  really  afraid,  even  as  a  mere 
stranger,  lest  your  health,  or  worse,  your 
mind,  be  affected;  such  wildness  in  your 
eyes !  I  would  caution  you  to  take  care. 
Now,  do  listen  to  me,"  he  added,  earnestly ; 
"  the  truth  is,  we  all  noticed  and  watched 
you  from  the  beginning,  that  is,  my  girls 
and  I ;  they  thought  you  were  something 
like  a  poor  brother  of  theirs,  though  I  don't 
see  it.  Then  that  dean  told  us  something 
about  you  and  that  pretty  creature  you 
have  at  home,  and  the  sickness,  and  the 
going  away,  and  all  that.  So  you  see  we 
read  it  like  a  story-book." 

I  was  getting  tired  of  all  this,  and  an- 
swered, I  confess,  rather  rudely,  "  every 
one  thinks  themselves  entitled  to  meddle 
with  my  affairs." 

"Now,"  he  went  on,  "let  us  look  at  this 
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like  two  Englishmen.  I  tell  you  this  will 
be  a  bad  business.  My  girls  and  I,  we 
know  this  place  by  heart,  and  the  people, 
and  the  diseases,  for  we  have  been  coming 
here  many  years.  I  tell  you  that  the  only 
course  for  you  is  to  leave,  and  leave  with  us, 
this  very  day,  by  the  four  o'clock  train. 
Mrs.  Paget  and  her  son  leave  to-morrow, 
and  will  join  us  at  Brussels.  We  shall  take 
care  of  you ;  the  girls  will  talk  to  you,  will 
keep  your  mind  from  thinking.  We  shall 
rob  you  from  your  own  home  for  three  or 
four  days  at  least,  and  send  you  back  to 
that  dear  girl  of  yours  a  different  being 
from  what  you  are  now." 

""  And  then,"  I  said,  '^  do  you  know  what 
is  to  follow, — can  you  guess  what  that 
home  will  become  when  its  master  re- 
turns?" 

"  Well,  as  to  that,  also,  I  wish  to  speak 
to  you.     If  your  money  loss  has  not  been 
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very  considerable,  I  should  be  glad  to  help 
you  to  replace  it." 

I  was  touched  with  his  generosity — these 
were  no  mean  platitudes ;  but  all  this  only 
added  to  my  degradation.  A  mere  stranger, 
like  one  who  has  seen  some  squalid  beggar 
in  the  street,  and  is,  of  course,  privileged 
to  ask  the  story,  the  minute  details,  and 
then  in  return,  offers  his  coppers.  Thank 
God  I  have  not  fallen  quite  so  low  as  that ! 

I  declined  civilly  and  coldly.  I  was  in 
no  such  violent  hurry  to  go,  neither  was  I 
quite  so  weak  as  he  imagined.  I  could  for- 
tunately control  myself,  I  said,  in  presence 
of  the  danger,  and  more  fortunate  still, 
had  no  money  to  throw  away.  I  made 
him  a  bow,  and  went  away.  He  had  not 
found  me  so  easy  to  settle,  as  he  had  once 
done  the  county  lord  on  the  magistrates' 
bench. 

Yet  my  heart  turned  towards  his  daugh- 
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ters  and  their  gentle  invitation,  and  I 
thought  again  and  again  wistfully  of  the 
tempting  programme  he  had  laid  out.  The 
horrid  monotony  of  the  day,  drasfging  on, 
and  dragging  me  with  it,  was  something 
terrible  to  return  to.  It  seemed  endless ; 
and  the  wearing  equilibrium  and  suspense 
of  another  day  was  something  to  shrink 
from.  I  wanted  to  rush  away  into  the 
world — anywhere;  but  my  gold,  my  gold, 
kept  crying  to  me  from  its  prison.  I  might 
as  well  have  just  dropped  a  hundred  gold 
pieces  in  the  street,  and  have  tried  to  pass 
on  without  picking  them  up. 

And  yet  I  felt  it  was  the  only  thing,  the 
only  salvation.  The  wild,  horrid  dream  or 
nightmare  in  which  I  was  writhing  and 
groaning  must  be  broken  through,  if  I 
could  but  awaken  in  the  pure,  innocent 
air. 

There  was  their  gambling  music  coming 
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dulled  through  the  trees ;  it  made  me 
shiver  again.  I  could  see  the  colours  glit- 
tering among  the  leaves  in  the  old  sicken- 
ing promenade ;  there  is  a  devil  in  every 
one  of  these  objects — band,  fiddlers,  players, 
all  combined  to  drive  me  frantic. 

I  heard  a  gentle  voice  beside  me.  "  Why 
will  you  not  do,"  said  she — it  was  Con- 
stance alone — "why  will  you  not  do  as 
papa  says?  Indeed  you  look  ill,  and  so 
feverish  and  excited.  Do  be  advised  by 
me.  I  have  had  my  little  losses  recollect, 
and  under  your  guidance ;  so  I  have  a 
claim  on  you,  and — you  will  come  with  us 
I  know?" 

"And  leave  my  money  to  these  swin- 
dling scoundrels — make  them  a  present  of 
it?  I  cant,  I  wont;  you  don^t  know,  or 
can't  know.  I  can't  go — I  dare  not  stay. 
Oh,  was  there  ever  such  a  pitiable  con- 
dition?" 
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"  Yes,"  she  said,  softly,  "  many  thousand 
times  worse — you  might  be  a  thousand 
times  worse.  You  should  do  as  papa 
says.  Once  out  of  these  dense  clouds 
everything  will  seem  bright,  and  natural, 
and  rational.  Do  come ;  we  will  be  so  plea- 
sant." 

Again  tbe  satanic  music  came  muffled 
through  the  trees,  and  made  every  fibre  in 
my  frame  jar — sent  a  panic  into  my  very 
brain,  called  up  the  whole  hateful  scene 
again.  I  saw  the  conspirators  stripping 
victims,  with  the  dull  wearing  monotony 
going  on  like  eternal  punishment.  I  could 
not  stand  more  of  that, 

'*0h,  let  me  go!"  I  said,  I  fear  very 
wildly.  "  Oh,  let  me  go  with  you — do,  I 
conjure  you!  —  anywhere  !  Let  me  go 
away  out  of  this ;  if  I  stay  it  will  kiU 
me!" 

She  said  they  would  call  for  me  at  half- 


214  FATAL   ZERO. 

past  three.  I  walked  home  rapidly.  Yes, 
]t  was  assuredly  all  for  the  best.  The  mo- 
ment that  firm  resolution  was  taken,  it  was 
amazing  how  the  clouds  began  to  break. 
Yes ;  I  would  do  as  she  said.  The  end  might 
be  certain.  But  there  was  a  reprieve  of  a 
week,  at  the  least.  Heaven  might  then 
send  grace,  or  a  remedy.  Can  those  wise 
men,  who  are  always  preaching,  or  canting^ 
in  books,  about  waiting  and  putting  your 
trust  in  something  beyond  this  world,  or 
who  tell  us  that  the  darkest  hour  is  the 
one  before  day — can  they  be  inventing? 
Surely  not.  They  must  have  known  some 
instances.  Who  can  tell  or  guess  at  the 
depths  of  arrogance  and  self-sufficiency? 
and  the  taste  for  instructing  your  inferiors 
may  have  blinded  them  to  truth  itself. 
However,  it  is  a  reprieve.  The  mere  per- 
verse eccentricity  of  human  events  may 
work  out  a   remedy,  just   as   it   so   often 
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works  out  a  disease.  We  hear  of  people 
struggling  with  adversity  which  is  checking 
them  at  every  turn.  Why  are  there  none 
whom  prosperity  treats  in  the  same 
way  ?  Simply  because  Satan  is  abroad, 
walking  the  earth,  and  delights  in  that 
game.  .  .  .  How  strange  are  these  theories 
of  mine — with  a  certain  acuteness ;  but  all 
that  is  gone  now.  What  a  wreck  and 
wast.e  of  abilities!  I  may  say  that  now, 
speaking  of  myself  as  of  another,  and  as 
any  one  turning  over  these  pages  in  a  cen- 
tury hence  may  remark.  It  will  have  all 
ended  somehow  long  before  that.  .  .  .  Those 
were  good  charming  girls,  but  they  are  part 
of  the  luxuries  of  life.  I  suppose  that  one 
— Constance — has  gone  home  to  say  she 
persuaded  me — a  pardonable  and  girlish 
vanity  for  which  I  do  not  blame  her.  It 
was  /  who,  in  reality,  suggested  the  train 
of  thought.     She  did  not  know  what  I  was 
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thinking  of  and  dreading  —  that  lonely 
journey  home,  the  deadly  imprisonment  in 
the  railway  carriage.  It  was  a  welcome 
deliverance,  that  resource.  ,  .  , 


CHAPTER  XXYI. 

Two  o'clock. — I  feel  so  inucli  more  tran- 
quil now.  So  much  rest — a  sort  of  unna- 
tural calmness,  and  the  waves  seem  to  have 
gone  down  about  me.  A  little  exertion 
and  force  of  will  has  done  this.  It  is  sur- 
prising how  much  that  is  under  control, 
even  under  the  most  desperate  circum- 
stances. I  could  tell  some  of  these  de- 
spairing gamesters,  who  think  they  are 
utterly  wretched — that  nothing  is  left  for 
them — or  Fate  is  capricious  ;  that,  when 
they  have  left  fifty  miles  of  country  be- 
tween them  and  this  place,  the  thing  will 
assume  quite  another  aspect,  the  loss  will 


218  FATAL   ZERO. 

dwindle  down  into  a  misfortune  that  may^ 
by  some  agency,  unknown  but  still  possible, 
be  repaired.  If  people  could  only  be 
brought  to  look  at  this  rationally,  calmly, 
as  I  do  now,  how  the  flame  colour  would 
fade  out,  how  the  angles  and  rough  edges 
would  be  smoothed  away!  Yes,  I  feel 
quite  tranquil  now,  prepared  for  the  worst; 
but  still,  not  without  hope.  Here  do  I  now 
repeat  Dora's  little  prayer,  which  comes  ap- 
propriately for  one  starting  on  a  journey 
like  me : 

"  0  Lord  I  Thou  who  dost  guide  the  ship 
over  the  waters^  and  dost  bring  safe  to  its 
journey^ s  end  the  fiery  train^  look  down  on 
me  in  this  distant  land.  Save  me  from  harm 
of  soul  or  body;  give  me  back  health  and 
strength^  that  I  may  serve  Tliee  more  faith- 
fully^ and  be  able  to  bring  others  dependent 
on  me  to  serve  Thee  also,  and  add  to  Thy 
glories  1  Amen.^' 
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Six  d clock. — When  I  said  that  prayer 
first,  I  little  thought — no  matter  now. 
Everything  is  packed.  Let  me  go !  Heaven 
forgive  those  who  sent  me  here  to  reap  this 
crop  of  wretchedness !  What  have  I  done  to 
deserve  this? 

There  was  a  letter  of  hers — Dora's,  which 
I  had  not  yet  read,  nor  had  I  time  to  read. 
A  harassed,  persecuted  man  has  enough  to 
occupy  his  baited  soul,  without  being 
brought  to  an  account  for  having  lost  a 
second — ^a  breach  of  aiFectionate  duty,  and 
all  that.  I  suppose  the  characters  are  not 
written  in  invisible  ink,  and  will  not  fly 
away.  If  I  loved  a  friend  to  distraction  I 
would  say  to  them  all  the  same,  "For 
God's  sake  don't  whine !" 

"  1  had  such  a  dream  about  you  last 
night,  darling— such  a  frightful  rea/ dream! 
With  all  that  money  in  your  keeping,  and 
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belonging  to  another,  and  with  the  tempta- 
tions of  that  frightful  place  !  Oh,  come 
back — come  back  to  us  at  once  !  And 
oh!  if  you  feel  the  least  temptation — and, 
dearest,  it  is  no  harm  if  you  do — at  that 
moment  fly — leave  everything  behind  rather 
than  incur  the  danger.  Then,  too,  you 
may  be  thinking  of  us,  and  of  what  is  to 
meet  you  at  home.  That  is  dismal  enough, 
I  feel;  but  an  honest  stainless  heart  will 
bear  us  through  all.  Mr.  Barnard,  besides, 
has  the  same  idea ;  and  he  really  frightened 
me  yesterday,  for  you  know  what  an  inflexi- 
ble man  he  is,  and  he  prides  himself  on  it. 
Here  were  his  words,  which  I  thought  I 
ought  to  repeat  for  you :  '  I  am  sorry  I 
put  such  a  temptation  in  his  way  now. 
Had  I  thought  he  would  have  taken  to 
lecturing,  he  should  never  have  had  it. 
But  I  warn  you,  Mrs.  Austen,  if  there  is 
anything   wrong,    I   shan't   spare   him.     I 
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shall  make  no  distinction  between  him  and 
a  poor  man ;  and  he  would  be  ten  times  as 
guilty/  I  told  him,  with  scorn,  that  he 
did  not  know  you,  nor  know  me,  and  that 
his  suspicion  dishonoured  us  both.  He 
said  that  any  tampering  with  money  would 
be  a  greater  dishonour,  and  went  away  a 
little  displeased. '^ 

Anything  wrong !  A  fine  way  of  pleas- 
ing the  man.  Instead  of  soothing  him, 
when,  God  knows,  I  want  all  indulgence 
and  mercy,  to  go  inflaming  him  against  me 
with  defiant  speeches.  Always  the  way — 
no  help  even  at  home;  enemies  there! 
And  such  foUy!  Suppose  I  did  wdnt  the 
money? 

^'I  thought  I  would  even  rush  to  the 
telegraph  ofiice,  and  let  you  know  at  once. 
The  whole  so  frightened  me,  and  seemed 
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— forgive  nie,  dearest — so  natural  and  pro- 
bable. No  crime  indeed  for  you — what  so 
many  good  people  have  done  and  repented 
of" 

Kun  to  the  telegraph  office !  They  seem 
to  have  money  enough  to  think  of  such 
freaks  and  extravagances,  while  I  am 
hunted  and  harried  down  to  the  very  wall 
here,  and  the  only  relief  I  get  is  to  be 
lectured ;  lectured  by  every  fool  that  walks 
the  right  way. 

I  met  them  at  the  station,  and  fortunately 
escaped  falling  in  with  Grainger ;  of  course 
it  will  be  said  that  I  feared  him.  That 
would  be  a  falsehood  that  I  would  cram 
down  the  throat  of  any  man  who  said  it. 
The  false  world  has  but  one  way  of  reading 
everything.  If  you  are  delicate  and  consi- 
derate, you  are  afraid.  I  wished  to  have 
peace,  to  get  away  in  quiet,  I  did  on  my 


FATAL   ZERO.  223 

soul,  even  thougli  there  might  be  demons 
dressed  up  in  the  livery  of  guards  and 
porters.  The  two  girls  and  their  father 
were  there.  He  had  his  hand  out,  as  it  wei'e 
patronizing  a  schoolboy  who  had  behaved 
well.  The  young  fellow  Paget  was  there 
also,  seeing  them  off.  He  coloured  when 
he  saw  me. 

''WeU  done,"  the  father  said,  "I  ad- 
mire you.  My  Constance  is  never  to  be  re- 
sisted when  she  has  set  her  mind  on  a  thing." 

The  world  again — it  assumes  everything 
to  be  its  work  !  Something  happens  after 
something  that  it  did.  Ergo,  it  was  the 
cause. 

'*  We  have  a  nice  carriage,"  he  went  on, 
"  and  we  shall  so  enjoy  ourselves.  I  declare 
I  am  quite  in  spirits  again.  Even  now  I 
am  sure  you  think  it  a  trifle — what's  a 
hundred  or  two  to  happiness — to  English 
home  and  beauty — ^you'll  work  it  off  in  a  few 
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months.  Strong  hands,  sir,  and  strong  hearts 
do  everything.'' 

Work  it  off  in  a  few  months !  That  was 
his  friendly  scheme.  Had  all  his  generosity 
melted  away  into  that — not  that  I  cared — 
or  that  I  would  not  have  taken  up  his 
money,  had  he  laid  it  down  on  the  seat,  and 
flung  it  back  to  him.  It  is  easy  to  preach, 
and  tell  the  galled  jade  not  to  wince.  I 
made  no  such  reply  as  that  to  him — for  in 
truth  I  had  some  sense  as  of  being  released. 
Indeed  I  thanked  him  for  his  kindness.  It 
is  only  now  that  I  see  what  he  was  at.  Then 
he  said,  wringing  my  hand,  "  I  think  so 
much  of  you  for  this.  You  are  a  fine 
character,  Mr.  Austen!"- 

As  they  walked  on  in  front,  the  young 
Paget   touched  me  by   the   arm.     "  Just 
forgive  me  for  what  I  am  going  to  say,"  he ; 
said.     "  I  spoke  a  little  sharply  the  other : 
day,  but  I  did  not  know  that  you  had  been  ^ 
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unfortunate.     Believe  me  when  I  say  I  did 
not/' 

Unfortunate  !  So  they  all  know  it. 
Let  them.  The  more  the  better  and 
merrier !  Still  he  had  tried  to  make  his 
amende. 

"Well,"  I  said,  '* suppose  I  was  a  little 
unlucky.  Luck  told  against  me  for  a  time," 
I  added.  And  how  sick  my  heart  was  as  I 
tried  to  use  this  conventional  phrase  care- 
lessly.    "  But  it  was  only  for  a  time.'* 

''  Don't  think  of  it  any  more  then — and 
if  you  would  allow  me — I  assure  you  I 
mean  it  well,  but " 

Every  one  to  the  same  tune,  as  if  it  was 
some  broken-down  pauper !  It  was  too 
much.  Yet  was  I  not  one?  "I  must  im.- 
plore  that  you  wont,"  I  said.  "  I  cannot 
endure  it.  Don't  drag  me  into  the  very 
mire.  Have  some  pity  and  decency,  rich 
as  you  are." 

VOL.  II.  15 
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''  I  beg  your  pardon/'  he  said,  humbly, 
^'Forgive  me.  I  would  not  hurt  your 
feelings  for  the  world." 

"But  you  do.  You  are  stabbing  me. 
Leave  it  there.  I  am  much  obliged  to  you. 
I  am,  indeed." 

I  hurried  on  to  join  them.  I  looked 
back  and  saw  he  was  hurt.  I  had  no  wish 
to  hurt  hinij  though  he  and  his  mother 
wished  to  show  their  triumph  over  me 
because  I  dared  to  give  such  rich  people 
good  advice.  But  I  could  be  angry  with 
no  one  now.  I  went  back  to  him  and  took 
his  hand. 

"Thank  you  once  more,  sincerely,  but 
I  could  not  do  it.    There — can  I  say  more?" 

He  said,  "All  right.*' 

In  a  minute  I  heard  him  laughing  and 
joking  with  those  two  girls  in  front !  Much 
he  cared  for  me  or  my  trouble.  He  had 
been   trained  to  believe   that   throwing   a 
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few  sovereigns  to  you  would  cure  every- 
thing. 

Oh,  why  did  I  not  go  with  them  ?  Who 
is  now  the  greatest  fool  that  walks  the 
highway — the  greatest  malefactor  in  this 
den  of  malefactors  ?  No ;  but  these  girls 
would  go  on  with  their  foolish  chatting 
and  curiosity  at  the  platform,  instead  of 
taking  their  seats.  Or  did  they  do  it  on 
purpose  ?  All  had  been  well !  But  the 
demons  must  pursue  me  here:  or  were 
they  his  agents?  That  father,  with  his 
platitudes,  must  go  walking  up  and  down, 
until  that  captain  comes  up  eagerly. 

"All  but  late,"  he  cried  out  joyfully; 
''  but  it  had  been  no  harm  if  I  was  late." 
"  Well,  I  warned  you,  my  dear  boy.'* 
"  So  you  did,  but  luckily  I  did  not  mind. 
Feel  that  coat-pocket,  and  that — literally 
bursting.  I  crammed  them  all  in,  notes, 
silver,  gold,  everything,  anyhow." 

15—3 


228  FATAL   ZERO, 

My  heart  began  to  beat.  The  old  iii- 
fernal  music  was  striking  up,  the  black 
imps  clanging  their  cymbals.  The  girls 
came  to  him.     I  saw  the  light  in  their  eyes. 

''  Why,  you  had  lost  everything,  Captain 
Conway  !" 

"  Five  hundred  pounds,  as  I  have  a  com- 
mission, which  should  have  been  sold  next 
month  to  meet  expenses.  In  fact,  the  letter 
has  gone  to  the  agents.  But  I'll  stop  'em 
by  telegraph  at  Frankfort.  Just  passing 
that  infernal  Cure  house — or,  I  beg  its 
pardon,  what  was  that  infernal  place — in 
my  cab.  Portmanteau  on  the  seat  oppo- 
site. Something— I  don't  know  what  it 
was — prompted  me  to  stop.  I  rushed  in. 
Something — I  don't  know  what,  but  I  never 
did  it  before — made  me  ask  the  croupier, 
*  Zero  been  up  lately  ?'  ^  Not  for  a  half- 
hour,'  he  said.  Something  else — God  knows 
what — made  me  give  him  a  couple  of  double- 
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fredericks.  *Put  that  on,'  I  said.  *Look 
sharp,  too.'  On  it  went.  Click,  flop;  and 
by  Jove,  you  should  have  seen  the  bundle 
of  gold  and  notes  that  came  to  me !" 

My  chest  was  heaving,  my  eyes,  I  sup- 
pose, growing  wild.  There  was  the  per- 
secuting perverseness  I  Why  should  I  have 
to  listen  to  all  this?  Just  to  torture  me. 
Could  they  not  let  me  leave  in  peace? 

''  Come,"  said  one  of  the  girls,  "  and  look 
at  this  great  engine,  the  one  that  is  to  take 
us.     Do  explain  it  to  me." 

Here  w^as  folly  ^t  full  growth.  I  could 
not  be  left  in  peace  to  listen  to  a  dramatic 
story  like  this.  Was  it  not  what  I  always 
proclaimed!  Let  any  one  look  back  on 
these  pages  and  find  the  proof  there.  But 
I  was  argued  out  of  it,  hectored,  lectured 
by  complacently  pious  people. 

I  heard  him  going  on. 

^'  I  took  out  twenty  napoleons  and  piled 
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them^  thickly  about  the  lucky  Zero,  on  the 
square,  on  the  corners,  faith,  in  any  way 
that  they  would  fit  at  all.  Plastered  all 
well  down.  Kound  it  went  again — click, 
I  declare  if  it  wasn't  Zero  again !" 

My  foot  went  down  on  the  asphalte  with 
a  stamp  of  agony.  "  I  knew  it  r  I  cried ; 
"there  are  instincts  in  these  things,  and 
they  are  the  fools  who  shut  their  eyes  and 
ears.'' 

"  I  don't  know  about  that,"  he  said ; 
**  but  Zero  is  the  boy,  and  I  have  always 
said  it.  He  sticks  to  you  if  you  stick 
to  him." 

''  It  is  notorious,"  I  said;  "but  it  is  cruel, 
scandalous.  No  one  here  can  be  let  alone 
— ^persecuted — worried.  It  is  others  who 
cause  all  the  ruin,  not  you." 

"  Not  me,"  he  repeated,  looking  at  me 
with  surprise,  "  of  course  not.  I  declare 
thev  took  a  couple  of  minutes  counting  and 
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paying  me.  I  suppose  I  have  all  my  own 
back,  and  about  two  hundred  and  fifty 
profit.  Then  I  thought  I  would  try  again, 
but  time  was  up,  so  I  came  off*." 

The  father  smiled.  The  good  are  always 
indulgent  to  success.  He  didn't  smile  at 
me  when  I  was  miserable. 

"  Well,  all's  well  that  ends  well.  I  am 
glad  you  saved  yourself." 

"  I  wish  I  had  stayed  now,"  said  the 
captain.  "  I  could  have  come  on  by  a  late 
train.  They  said  it  was  all  going  on  the 
low  numbers.'* 

'^  There  now,"  I  said,  hurriedly.  "  Yes, 
there  would  be  a  run  of  high  ones,  with  a 
tendency  to  get  hack  to  the  low  ones,  which 
would  bring  up  Zero  again.  It  is  certain 
— morally  certain.  I  have  seen  it  happen 
over  and  over  again." 

"Too  often,  my  dear  friend,  I  am 
afraid,''  said  the  smooth  father,  taking  my 
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arm.  "There's  the  bell,  and  I  am  not 
sorry." 

I  shook  myself  free.  "  My  luck,  my  old 
luck — the  demoniac  trap,  just  to  get  me 
away  at  the  very  moment  I  might  be  suc- 
cessful. Am  I  to  be  the  only  one  robbed — 
every  one  to  go  off  laughing  and  smiling 
but  me?  It  is  the  righteous  dispensation 
the  parsons  preach.*' 

"  Oh,  what  folly,  my  friend,  this  is !  I 
am  ashamed  of  you." 

"  Then  let  there  be  one  rule — let  there  be 
fairness,  even  in  this  villany.  /  wont  be 
singled  out  for  ruin,  and  despair,  and  death, 
and  let  every  one  else  escape.  I  am  not  to 
be  the  only  one  robbed,  while  every  one 
else  gets  their  money " 

*'  Take  your  seats,  gentlemen  !    Mount P' 

"My  dear  Austen,  you  promised  me," 
said  he;    "you  know  you  did." 

I    remembered    my    politeness.     Thank 
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Heaven,  it  cannot  be  said  I  was  so  much 
the  slave  of  ray  persecutions  as  to  forget 
my  self-control. 

"  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  join  you  at 
Frankfort  by  the  next  train.  I  have  in- 
deed been  so  hurried,  I  have  forgotten  a 
dozen  things." 

"  A  wretched  excuse,"  he  said ;  "  quite 
transparent — that  can  impose  on  no  one." 

The  guard  was  at  the  next  carriage, 
"  banging"  his  way  down. 

"  Mount,  gentlemen — mount  r 

Was  it  some  providence  was  calling  to 
me?  ''  Mount — mount  for  your  life  !" 
But  I  answered,  fiercely,  ''  Do  you  wish  to 
insult  me  ?  You  think  you  can  speak  any 
way  to  one  in  my  case.  I  would  not  travel 
with  you  now,  if  I  was  insured  to  win  a 
thousand  pounds  in  gold.  No;  go  your 
w^ay,  and  let  me  go  mine." 

He  did  not  answer,  but  turning  away. 
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entered  the  carriage.  They  gave  me  a 
soft  imploring  look.  Then  the  door  was 
shut  upon  them. 

"  Mount,  sir  !     You  are  going  ?" 
'^  I  am  not  going,"  I  said,  coldly.     Then 
the  whistle  shrieked.     I  thought  it  was  the 
shriek  of  the  despairing  demon,  baulked  of 
his  prey.     0  fool ! 


II         III  n 


CHAPTER  XXVIL 


Ten  o'clock — How  cool  I  can  take  up 
this  pen  and  write,  forming  letters  and 
words  very  carefully  and  neatly ;  and  yet  I 
am  numbed,  dulled,  almost  stupefied,  and 
can  imagine  a  mother  who  has  heard  of  all 
her  children  being  swept  off  at  one  coup 
(ah!  that  word!)  not  growing  frantic  or 
mad,  but  being  quite  calm.  I  can  even  take 
out  these  notes,  and  count  them.  .  .  .  Yes, 
here  is  the  total : 

The  sixteen  louis  won  back,  all  lost  ;  lost, 
also,  one  hundred  of  Mr.  Barnard's  money; 
total  loss  of  the  night,  one  hundred  and 
sixteen,  besides  the  sixty  lost  before  !    This 
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is  the  accurate  sum.  It  does  not  matter 
what  is  left. 

I  shall  put  down  everything,  so  that  it 
shall  be  all  read  hereafter  by  those  whom 
it  shall  most  concern — if  there  are  any 
such.  I  am  very  glad  I  kept  this  diary  so 
minutely,  as  it  will  show  the  gradual  stages 
of  the  whole  fall.  God — God  Almighty 
forgive  me  !  What  sl  fall !  And  my  sancti- 
monious jumble  of  prayers  before  each  act 
of  theft — for  so  it  is — theft  and  embezzle- 
ment.  Oh,  Pharisee,  hypocrite !  This  was 
my  piety  and  my  prayers.  Oh,  my  poor,  lost, 
loved  little  Dora,  there  is  a  gulf  between 
us  now  wider  than  the  sea  between  Calais 
and  Dover. 

A  letter!  I  never  see  these  letters  now, 
except  by  accident,  my  eyes  are  growing  so 
dim.  I  see  it  is  from  the  banker  himself. 
Nothing  could  be  better.  He  will  be  in 
Homburg   himself  to-morrow  at  two,  and 
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will  call  at  my  lodgings  to  receive  his 
money.  He  hopes  I  will  be  punctual  this 
time,  as  he  has  some  very  important  busi- 
ness with  me,  owing  to  a  letter  he  received 
from  Mr.  Barnard.  He  is  glad  to  find  that 
I  had  been  too  late  to  get  a  letter  of  credit, 
as  it  would  not  be  wanted.  Quite  right 
and  proper — everything  is  coming  gradually 
to  a  head.  I  must  sit  on  here  calmly  till 
morning,  and  look  at  the  situation ;  and  I 
am  astonished  how  calmly  I  can  do  it.  I 
must  do  something,  it  matters  not  what, 
and  don't  in  the  least  care  ;  but  still  some- 
thing must  be  chosen  as  a  course.  The 
felon  always  decides  on  a  course,  either  to 
fly,  or  give  himself  up,  or  make  confession. 
Which  of  the  two  last  would  be  the  sim- 
plest? .... 

Madness,  crime,  folly,  emhezzlement  I  Oh, 
Dora,  Dora!  I  hold  my  temples  with 
my  hands  pressed  close.     I  could  cast  my- 
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self  on  the  ground,  and  roll  in  the  dust. 
0  heavens,  fall  on  me  and  cover  me !  Yet 
it  was  insanity.  Devilish  fingers — not 
mine — were  tearing  the  notes  from  my 
pocket.  As  they  fluttered  away  for  ever 
it  seemed  to  me  the  only  way  to  stop  them 
was  to  clutch  at  them.  There,  I  hear  a 
step — it  is  Grainger. 

Midnight — 1  can  still  write  it  all  quite 
calmly  and  leisurely,  for  I  am  determined 
all  the  stages  of  this  business  shall  go 
dowii  minutely.  I  will  make  such  a 
record,  and  it  may,  perhaps,  be  of  use  to 
others. 

I  am  so  glad  to  see  a  face  that  is 
familiar;  and  when  he  asks  will  I  come  out 
and  sit  under  the  colonnade,  I  agree  me- 
chanically. 

"  So  you  have  been  sent  supplies  of 
money?"  he  said.  "  That  D'Eyncourt  told 
me  he  saw  you  sowing  your  louis  thickly, 
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putting  down  like  a  man.  Have  you  come 
in  for  a  fortune  ?'* 

"  No,"  I  said. 

"  Then  how  did  you  manage  it  ?*' 

"  Don't  worry  me  now  with  questions," 
I  said;  "don't,  for  God's  sake!" 

*'  Oh,  I  see,  I  understand — a  delicate 
matter.  And  I  don't  want  to  pry  into 
any  man's  affairs.  However,  as  you 
have  money,  perhaps  you  would  let  me 
have  my  little  loan,  or  rather  —  D'Eyn* 
courts 

"  D'Eyncourt !  What  do  you  mean  ?"  I 
said. 

"  I  say  his  money.  Why,  were  you  pas- 
toral enough  to  suppose  that  a  poor  devil 
like  me  could  lend  money  ?  No ;  I  asked 
him  for  you,  and  pressed  it,  too.  What 
friend,  I'd  like  to  know,  goes  borrowing 
for  a  friend  ?" 

"  You  did   this,"    I   said,    covering   my 
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face:  "yet   it   is   only   one   more    gulf  of 
degradation." 

"  Degradation !  Then  pay  liim  at  once. 
Here,  put  it  in  my  hands,  or  pay  him  your- 
self" 

"  Yes,  yes.     He  must  be  paid." 

"  Yes,  he  must,  if  he  hasn't  gone  telling 
it  about.  But  my  good  friend,"  he  added, 
slowly,  "  if  he  is  only  to  be  paid  in  a  certain 
way,  that  is,  by  diverting  other  funds " 

"  You  are  going  too  far,  Grainger.  What 
are  you  speaking  to  me  in  this  way  for? 
Do  you  see  the  state  I  am  in?  Do  you 
want  to  send  me  out  into  the  street  raging, 
frantic,  or  to  those  woods  yonder?  Take 
care !" 

'^Oh,  folly!"  he  said,  ''I  want  to  do 
nothing  so  foolish.  What  object  is  it  to 
me  what  you  do?  1  do  see  the  state  you 
are  in,  and  therefore,  if  I  may  give  you 
a  bit  of  advice,  I  would  take  care,  I  would 
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indeed.  You  are  in  a  very  ticklish  way. 
Tell  rae  honestly  what  you  have  lost.  Two 
hundred,  D'Eyncourt  said." 

'^  Something  under  that,"  I  answered. 
"  But  it  is  all  one." 

"  That  is  as  you  look  at  it,"  he  answered. 
"  The  dock  isn't  one."  I  started  at  this 
ugly  word.  "  I  tell  you  what,"  he  said 
eagerly^  "this  is  a  matter  you  can't  get 
over  in  that  way.  You  must  do  something, 
my  friend,  then,  desperate  or  not ;  a  man 
in  your  situation  can't  be  nice.  Halloo, 
Stopford — come  from  Zero?" 

"  I  wish  I  had ;  I  am  running  home 
for  some  cash.  Why,  Zero  hasn't  been 
heard  of  since  five  o'clock.  As  I  live, 
no." 

"  Now  is  the  time,"  said  Grainger,  leap- 
ing up.  "  Come  in  all  of  us,  or  it  will  be 
too  late." 

Was   this  a   call   or   an   inspiration?     I 
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did  not  much  care  now.  Yet  I  went  in 
with  them.  There  was  a  vast  crowd 
stooping  over;  Grainger  elbowed  his  way 
to  the  table.  "Pas  de  Zero  encore?"  he 
said  familiarly  to  the  croupier.  The  other 
answered  gi'uffly,  "  No." 

Every  one  was  "  piling  on  the  agony," 
as  a  man  called  it,  for  it  seemed  certain 
that  the  overdue  Zero  must  arrive  every 
moment.  Here  were  ten,  twenty,  thirty 
louis  on,  and  here  were  men  increasing 
their  stake  every  moment.  There  was  the 
awful  sense  of  contagion  which  the  mere 
looking  on  produces;  it  made  me  tremble 
with  a  sense  that  I  was  helpless  and  could 
not  resist,  and  yet  I  was  calm.  Grainger 
had  clutched  my  arm : 

''  Think  of  what  I  said ;  this  is  an  ugly 
business,  the  rope  and  the  dock,  my  friend. 
Here's  a  chance  of  a  reprieve,  and  youVe  a 
fool  if  you  don't  try  it.  As  well  suffer  for 
a  sheep  as  for  a  lamb." 
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This  coarse  allusion  embodied  whatever 
was  floating  in  my  mind.  He  was  only 
right  to  speak  so,  for  I  had,  of  course,  for- 
feited all  title  to  any  but  the  plainest 
speaking.  The  strangest  thing  was  the 
calm  way  in  which  I  could  look  at,  and 
measure,  the  situation  so  accurately.  He 
was  right — a  few  louis  more  or  less  did  not 
lessen,  or  increase  my  crime.  And  even  the 
man  I  had  so  basely  injured  would  approve 
of  my  investing  a  trifle,  as  it  were,  to  get 
him  back  what  I  had  robbed  him  of.  That 
is  the  correct  word.  In  a  moment  I 
resolved  to  use  five  or  seven  louis  for  this 
purpose.  I  took  out  a  hundred-franc  note, 
and  presented  it  to  be  changed  by  the 
croupier,  with  the  usual  strange  alacrity. 
He  looked  up  at  my  face  suspiciously; 
but  this  was  only  my  suspicion.  They  look 
at  every  one's  face  to  whom  they  pay  their 
vile   and  deceptive   courtesies.     I  wonder 
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how  I  go  through  all  this  so  calmly !  But 
it  will  only  be  for  a  short  time  longer. 
And  as  I  sit  here,  I  vow  to  that  heaven 
I  have  so  outraged,  I  meant  well  in  this 
last  stage  of  my  villany.  I  put  down  my 
gold  piece,  and  scarcely  found  room.  I 
did  not  go  through  the  hypocrisy  of  a 
prayer.  It  disappeared ;  I  put  down  again. 
*'  It  must  come  this  time,"  said  Grainger. 
It  flew  away.  A  third,  a  fourth,  a  fifth — 
''D — n!  devilish!"  I  heard  some  such 
mutterings  from  Grainger,  whose  own  silver 
had  been  going  too.  In  these  curses — I 
shall  conceal  nothing — I  half  joined.  This 
devilish  obstinacy,  I  would  like  to  meet 
with  obstinacy  as  fiendish.  Then  for  the 
first  time  it  struck  me,  even  if  this  wonder- 
ful fortune  occurred  to  me,  what  a  beggarly 
return  it  would  be — just  thirty-five  pieces, 
which  would  not  near  indemnify.  A  satanic 
obstinacy,   I  said  again.     I  felt  a  sort  of 
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rage  and  fury  as  devilish,  and  as  I  say  an 
obstinacy,  that  would  have  made  me  put 
down  everything,  or  take  a  knife,  gash  my 
arm,  let  the  blood  stream  out  on  their 
cursed  board,  if  thev  wanted  that!  A 
soul's  eternal  fate  they  would  not  care 
for,  it  is  not  to  be  made  into  money.  They 
leave  that  to  him  whose  business  it  is  pro- 
perly  Every  one  round  me  is  say- 
ing it  must  come  up  in  three  or  four  coups 
more.  There  are  many  damp  brows  round 
me,  but  mine  is  strangely  cool.  No  sign 
of  it;  but  they  shall  not  beat  me.  They 
don't  know  whom  they  have  to  deal  with. 
Five  this  time,  and  five  gone.  The  grey- 
headed croupier  says  he  never  recollects 
such  a  thing,  but  he  will  bet  "it  will 
arrive  within  ten  minutes."  Every  one 
still  piling.  So  shall  I,  by  the  heaven 
above  me.  I  am  too  far  gone  to  draw 
back,    and   here    are   three   hundred-franc 
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notes — it  is  too  slow  changing  them.  Oh, 
vile,  vile  wretches  to  have  brought  me  to 
this,  to  have  drawn  me  into  these  toils! 
The  curse  of  the  wretched  and  the  ruined, 
of  the  widows  and  wives,  and  children  that 
turn  out  wicked,  follow  you,  and  stifle  you 
on  your  deathbeds!  May  your  gilded 
rooms  and  your  painted  roofs  come  tum- 
bling on  you  in  ruins;  may  your — but  I 
must  go  on,  and  tell  all  calmly.  It  is  no 
use  counting  the  notes  to  see  what  is  left. 
I  think  I  must  have  out  about  five  hundred 
pounds  more  in  this  frightful  combat.  It 
was  no  use  going  on.  From  sheer  stolidity, 
and  from  a  fiendish  wish  that  they  should  not 
get  all^  I  began  to  stop.  Grainger  had 
long  since  lost  all. 

"Give  me  some  money,"  he  said;  "I 
shall  go  on  while  I  have  a  franc  left  on  the 
face  of  God^s  earth  !" 

"  There,"  I  said,  calmly,  "  there  is  one  last 
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note,  five  hundred  francs;  after  that  the 
curtain  may  come  down." 

Oh,  I  did  gasp  a  prayer  at  that  awful 
moment.  "0  merciful  God,"  I  said,  "have 
pity,  have  mercy ;  see  what  depends  on  this, 
and  spare  me,  save  me — the  most  abject  and 

guilty  of  your  creatures,  and  I  swear " 

It  came  up  "  premier,"  as  if  to  mock 
me,  and  I  fell  back  almost  from  the 
table. 

Grainger  had  caught  me  by  the  arm. 

"  You  are  not  going — after  all  that 
money  thrown  away?  Are  you  mad,  or 
half-witted,  or  do  you  want  to  be  hung? 
Come  back,  you  fool;  I  tell  you  it  must 
come  in  the  next  two  or  three  times.  See, 
I  am  on  heavily." 

"Not  another  florin  shall  they  get,"  I 
said,  looking  at  him  desperately.  "  Let  me 
go  home — anything,  or  let  me  fall  down 
here  and  die  among  these  villains." 
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I  heard  a  gentle,  but  eager  boy's  voice 
beside  me — 

"He  is  right!  I'll  lend  you  this  five 
hundred  francs.  Here!  Take  them!  Quick 
— down  with  them  1" 

"Never!     Let  me  go!" 

"  Take  them,  you  fool  of  the  world !" 

A  sudden  rustle  and  half  ejaculation. 
Then  click,  and  the  sharp  voice  of  the 
croupier — 

"  Zero  !" 

It  had  come  at  last,  like  the  shower  of 
rain  long  prayed  for  in  the  desert. 

"You  fool,"  whispered  Grainger,  '^you 
deserve  itT 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

The  shower  of  rain,  indeed,  on  every  spot 
save  my  dry,  dusty  heart.  It  was  a  pile  of 
gold,  and  the  paying  out  took  long.  I 
could  look  on.  I  saw  it  all  done,  and  then 
walked  out  into  the  open  air.  Not  to  think 
of  w^hat  was  to  be  done.  Ah !  there  was 
nothing  to  be  done  but  to  get  away,  to  go 
through  the  first  necessary  process  of  shut- 
ting out  all  sympathies,  affection.  Dora — 
1  have  finished  with  all  that,  now  and  for 
evermore.  Oh,  is  there  pity  in  heaven, 
or  indulgence,  or  mercy?  No,  no — that 
was  no  chance  that  made  me  stop  exactly 
at   that  moment.      It  was  design,  punish- 
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ment.  I  was  handed  over  to  those  vile 
torturers.  My  Grod  in  heaven,  what  have 
I  done  to  deserve  all  this?  What  wretch, 
the  vilest  of  sinners,  could  be  punished, 
crushed,  destroyed  for  ever,  with  such 
refined  tortures. 

....  1  heard  steps  behind  me.  It  was 
Grainger  tramping  up  to  me.  His  eyes 
were  full  of  fury  and  impatience. 

"  A  nice  business  you  have  made  of  it,'' 
he  said.  "  What  have  you  lost  of  the  money 
that  was  entrusted  to  you?"  I  did  not 
answer.  ''  I  say,  what  have  you  lost  of  the 
stolen  money — half?" 

"  Say  that,"  I  replied.  "  The  world 
will  know  pretty  soon." 

"  I  daresay.  And  to  think  that  you 
might  have  it  all  in  your  pocket  now.  Does 
that  add  to  your  reflections?" 

'^  Don't  weary  me  now,  Grainger,"  I  said; 
"  let  me  go  home." 
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*^ Don't  weary  you!  And  all  tlie  fine 
preaching,  the  prayers !  This  is  the  end  of 
it !  And  lecturing  me !  Infernal  effrontery, 
by  God!" 

"You  are  right,  Grainger.  It  was  ef- 
frontery, and  hypocrisy  also." 

"  And  so  clever,  too,  with  your  directions 
and  advice,  and  superior  knowledge  of  the 
game.  Clever,  indeed,"  he  added,  with 
growing  fury.  "  So  you  thought  yourself 
all  your  life,  and  when  you  beat  me  about 
her.  By  God,  I  have  beaten  you  this  time, 
and  beaten  you  well !  Time  brings  round 
everything  if  we  only  wait." 

Nothing  could  astonish  me,  or  disturb 
me  now ;  but  I  looked  at  him  steadily. 

"  Oh,  you  may  look  as  you  will,  but  I 
planned  it  well.  Planned  it,  every  step  of 
it,  from  the  first  day  to  the  present.  Were 
you  fool  enough  to  think  I  could  forgive 
you,   or    forget  you,   or   forget   her?     By 
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Heaven,  though,  I  never  thought  it  would 
end  in  this  way,  I  never  dreamed  it  would 
end  so  satisfactorily.  Go  home  now  and 
sleep,  my  friend ;  Zero  did  it  for  me." 

So  I  am  fool  as  well  as  villain,  and  am 
a  little   surprised.      But  the   close  of  all 

this   must  come And   here  I  find   a 

square  envelope,  large,  and  with  "  Services 
Telegraphiques ^'  written  on  it.  Not  ill! 
Not   dead !     Oh,  that   would   be   the   real 

terror  and  misfortune.    No It  shall 

go  in  here,  and  take  its  place  in  this  fatal 
record. 

"I  have  just  heard  that  Mr.  Barnard 
leaves  to-morrow  morning  suddenly,  and 
they  tell  me,  is  going  to  Germany  about 
some  money  transaction.  I  think  it  right 
to  tell  you  this.  What  can  it  mean?  Oh, 
do  he  careful,     I  shall  write  to-night. 

"  Your  Dora." 
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This  is  better — things  are  improving. 
I  am  glad  he  suspects,  and  is  coming. 
Grainger,  I  suppose,  wrote  to  tell  him.  I 
shall  give  myself  up  to  him,  to  do  as  he  likes 
with,    or — Avho  knows  what  may   happen 

before  he  comes It  is  not  cruelty  to 

abandon  her.  If  I  stayed  she  must  be 
abandoned  all  the  same.  The  gaol — 
the  dock — before  thai  was  reached,  it 
would  all  hill  her.  Better  for  me  glide 
away  quietly,  and  save  her  this, — that 
might  kill  her  too;  but  there  would  be 
no  disgrace,  and  Mr.  Barnard  would 
be  indulgent — as  regards  his  tongue  at 
least. 

Oh,  I  long  to  be  going.  I  want  rest — rest 
— rest — for  in  this  mind  here,  about  this 
heart,  are  caldrons  boiling,  fires  raging, 
and  engines  working:  I  could  not  go  on 
with  that.  A  day  or  two  more  would  be 
the  utmost. 
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....  I  have  just  counted  out  these 
notes — about  seven  hundred  pounds  gone 
— embezzled.  Oh,  demons,  furies,  be  proud 
of  your  work!  You  with  the  rakes  and 
cards  are  hell's  own  precious  emissaries; 
but  no,  this  is  not  the  time — I  have  done 
with  all  that  I  must  look  forward  a  day 
or  two,  and  plan  a  little  carefully  before  I 
go  down  to  those  who  have  bought  my 
wretched  soul.  Oh,  why  did  I  not  die  at 
my  desk  and  leave  an  innocent  name  to  my 
sweet,  my  lost  Dora!  Here  is  her  little 
picture  again,  her  smooth  hair  and  snowy 
dress,  and  her  shy  smile,  and  look  of  sur- 
prise— 

Shall  I  tear  it,  as  I  could  tear  out 
my  own  vile  heart  ?  When  you  read  these 
frantic  words,  these  ravings  of  your  guilty 
husband,  whose  vanity  and  folly  have 
brought  him  to  this,  oh,  I  would  give  all 
the  chances  of  my  vile  soul  to  be  released 
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from  the  fiery  furnaces,  and  standing  by 
looking  down  on  you.  And  that  prayer, 
which  I  did  say — But  what  use  are  prayers 
now? 
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....  Morning. — I  never  slept  last  night 
....  and  I  think  sat  in  that  place  until 
the  grey  of  the  morning.  Then  I  went 
out  to  walk ;  such  a  lovely  calm  sunrise,  so 
still  and  solemn  and  hushed,  like  the  morn- 
ing of  an  execution.  The  honest  creatures 
in  their  blouses,  who  till  the  soil  here  and 
bring  in  marketing,  are  asleep  or  just  rous- 
ing themselves.  The  gaudy  looking  hotels 
are  bathed  in  slumber.  Then  the  sloping 
KiesseleflPstrasse  and  the  balcony  in  which  I 
so  often  see  the  young  and  pretty  girl  de- 
coying the  doves  and  sparrows  with  crumbs. 
There  is  the  Victoria  Hotel,  and  the  Russie, 
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and  the  Quatre  Saisons,  all  shut  and  solemn 
as  gaols.  There  is  the  money-lender's,  "  a 
Bank,"  he  calls  himself,  and  the  post  which 
brings  and  carries  misery,  and  agonized 
confessions  home.  And  there  is  the  great 
red  sandstone  temple  of  play,  every  stone 
of  which  has  cost  hearts  and  lives,  and 
worlds  of  ruin  and  agonies.  As  I  pass  by 
I  leave  them  my  last  hearty  Curse ;  on  them, 
their  administrations,  their  familiars,  and 
their  blood-won  money,  their  works  and 
their  pomps.  God,  in  his  justice  who  has 
dealt  so  rigorously  with  me,  may  he  deal 
with  them,  and  not  delay  the  reckoning 
too  late ! 

....  As  the  place  wakes  up,  I  have 
come  in  again;  but  I  cannot  sit  down  or 
stop.  I  must  be  in  motion.  If  I  am  not, 
my  heart  and  soul  begin  their  work  again, 
and  I  shall  die  in  agony.  But  I  have  my 
own  plan  for  dying.     The  poor  wretch  that 
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blew  his  brains  out  over  their  numbers 
must  have  discomposed  them  sorely.  It 
was  not  so  bad  a  way  to  spite  them.  That 
blood  should  surely  call  to  heaven  for 
vengeance. 

....  I  have  been  up  the  hills,  out 
among  the  woods,  walking,  rushing  about, 
flying  from  myself  Mr.  Barnard  ought 
to  be  here  by  the  midday  train.  I  will 
tell  the  other  to  come  back  at  the  same 
time;  and  to  them  both  I  will  make  con- 
fession   of    the    whole.      And   then^   after 

that However,    all    in    good    time. 

Here  is  the  packet  of  these  fatal  notes — 
what  remains,  at  least — so  neatly  tied  up, 
with  a  short  letter.  No  tears  and  ridi- 
culous theatrical  repentance.  I  am  going 
to  pay  a  price  sufficient  for  all  that — 2l 
heavy  reckoning;  so  I  may  leave  out  all 
that.  Surely  I  am  to  enter  on  a  long 
eternal  period  of  penal  servitude,  and  with 
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no  commutation.  Everything  is  in  order. 
A  letter  to  Dora?  No,  no.  Better  sepa- 
rate all  that  finally  from  yesterday.  I 
am  not  worthy  to  address  a  line  to  her. 
She  is  lost  to  me  for  ever^  and  ever,  and 
evermore  !  They,  they — those  demons — 
have  torn  me  from  her ! 

The  day  is  sultry  hot,  but  not  so  sultry 
as  the  furnaces  inside  here  at  my  heart. 
The  engine  is  working  furiously,  and  will 
not  let  me  rest  a  moment  in  one  spot.  I 
must  go  out,  and  out  again,  into  the  sun, 
into  the  raging  sun.  This  morning  is  like 
a  dull  long  night,  and  I  seem  to  be  tossing 
on  a  pillow.  Go  on,  go  on,  move  on !  But 
there  is  stolid  oppressive  monotony  about 
it.  It  is  an  hour  yet  from  noon,  when  this 
gambling  begins. 

....  I  have  come  back  to  my  room 
again,  where  the  woman  of  the  house  comes 
to  persecute  me I  suppose  fearful  about 
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her  rent.  What  does  she  want,  then  ? 
For  God's  sake,  then,  let  her  go,  and  leave 
me  in  peace ! 

This  ridiculous  diary,  as  I  turn  it  over; 
what  folly,  what  complacency,  and  oh,  what 
happiness  !  And  yet  I  meant  well — at 
least,  I  think  I  did.  How  am  I  to  tell 
now?  ....  Oh,  hours,  go  by,  and  end 
this.  ...  I  shall  not  stay  pent  within 
these  four  white  walls.  They  seem  crush- 
ing me  in — stifling.  ...  I  must  walk, 
move,  walk  about.  That  is  the  only  thing 
to  save  me — for  an  hour  or  so. 

Here  I  have  been  out,  and  am  back 
again ;  but  the  hot  monotony  goes  on. 

....  How  slowly  the  hours  are  going 
by !  The  train  must  be  in ;  and  they  must 
have  arrived.  I  shall  carry  this  straight 
into  my  bedroom  now,  and  beside  it  I 
place  this  little  bottle,  so  convenient  and  so 
handy.     Lucky  I  bought  it.     Sweet  little 
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executioner,  too  decent  and  genteel  almost, 
for  a  felon  like  me.  Was  there  ever  such 
impunity — to  escape  that  richly-deserved 
prison  cropping,  penal  servitude,  the  num- 
ber, and  the  mask,  and  the  twenty  years ! 
Richly  deserved !  And  yet  have  I  not  been 
something  of  a  poor  victim,  weak  in  his 
own  folly  ?  Mercy,  oh,  mercy  for  me  !  Oh, 
my  sweet  Dora!  I  must,  I  must  break 
through  that  resolution,  and  write  some- 
thing— a  word.  Lost  love.  .  .  .  But  what 
can  I  say?  The  wretched  Othello,  he 
gave  a  sort  of  message — once — just  before 
he  was  about  to 

^'I  pray  you  in  your  letters, 
When  you  shall  these  unlucky  deeds  relate, 
Speak  of  me  as  I  am ;    nothing  extenuate, 
Nor  set  down  aught  in  malice  :  then  must  you  speak 

Of  one  not  easily  jealous,  hut  being  wrought j 
Perplexed  in  the  extreme " 

Yes,    ''  being  wTought "    I  pray  pi- 
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teously,  let  that  be  considered !  Not  that  I 
dare  want  mercy ;  why  should  it  be  given  to 
me  ?  But  who  was  ever  in  this  world  so 
cruelly  wrought,  tortured,  wrung,  hunted 
on  to  ruin  and  death?  Othello,  poor, 
poor  baited  soul ! 

I  remember  the  night  we  were  at  the 
theatre,  and  heard  the  unhappy  wretch. 
It  seemed  to  be  real  life.  Oh,  sultry, 
stifling  hours,  advance,  advance,  and  end 
all !  They  must  have  begun  their  gaming 
by  this.  Is  it  sinful  to  wish  them  one  last 
curse,  that  may  whelm  them  altogether? 
But  what  have  I  to  do  with  sinners  or  the 
sinful?  Then  let  the  Judgment  follow 
them,  as  it  has  followed  me — sharp,  swift, 
eternal ! 

What!  a  cab  clattering  to  the  door! 
Heavens !  They  are  upon  me  at  last ! 
Light  is  breaking  in   the   cloud.      All  in 
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good  time.     Not   before  I    am  quite  pre- 
pared.    You  shan't  trap  me! 

Now  to  get  ready,  and  play  my  part  with 
some  little  dignity.  Dignity !  Fine  dignity 
indeed !  .  .  .  .  No,  it  is  only  the  banker. 

....  There,  I  have  stolen  in  here  again. 
I  cannot  sit  and  talk  with  him.  Neither 
could  I  tell  him.  Much  better  wait  until 
both  are  present  together,  and  to  both 
I  can  then  tell  all.  They  will  go  to 
the  window,  I  suppose,  and  call  in  some 
one,  or  Mr.  Barnard  will  send  himself 
for  a  policeman  in  a  spiked  helmet.  How 
little  he  knows  !  I  don't  want  to  baffle  him, 
or  what  they  call  the  ends  of  justice.  I 
shall  atone  for  all,  never  fear,  but  in  my 
own  way.  ....  Oh,  some  one  send  money ! 
let  there  be  some  miracle  wrought,  to  save 
ray  name  from  the  felony!  It  may  be 
merged,  though,  in  the  wretched  end.  .  .  . 
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There !    another  cab It  must  be 

Barnard.  He  has  arrived,  and  is  coming 
up  the  stairs.  Now,  now.  Heaven  com- 
pose me,  just  for  two  minutes!  Give  me 
strength,  God  of  heaven,  whose  laws  I  am 
about  to  outrage!  But  there  is,  there 
may  be,  mercy,  and  the  world  has  dealt 
vdth  me,  oh !  so  hardly.  I  must  tell  him  all 
calmly ;  nothing  extenuate,  like  the  wretched 
Othello ;  and  then,  when  he  pours  out  his 
furious  reproaches,  and  turns  to  send  for  his 
police,  take  this  out  quickly;  have  it  down 
in  a  second.  Then  let  him  know  "  I  have 
deceived  the  senate."  No,  no,  indeed  no; 
but  choose  that  precious  moment  to  beg, 
beg  for  her.  Oh,  Dora,  sweet  one;  come  in 
here,  loved  picture,  in  here,  next  to  this 
vile  heart.     Let  them  find  it  there 

How  strange  he  does  not  come  up !  Hark ! 
There  is  his  step  at  last.  Put  this  in  my 
pocket.     Now,  now  for  the  last  scene  .  .  . 
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or  wait — better  take  it  at  once — who  knows 
what  may  interfere  ? 

There.  How  strange — how  horrible  ! 
Judgment  is  now  signed,  and  signed  for 
ever.  Yet  I  would  not  go  back.  Yes,  tap 
away — knock  on — at  the  door  !  Come  in, 
Mr.  Barnard.  What  is  this  ?  I  tell  you,  come 
in — I  cannot  go  to  you  now — come  in,  or  it 
will  be  too  late  !  The  waiter — the  waiter 
with  a  note.  But  I  have  done  with  notes. 
But  whose  hand  is  this — it  seems  all  so  dim. 
Oh,  God,  not  Dora's?  the  angel  of  Life  meet- 
ing the  angel  of 

"  Our  cousin  is  dead,  suddenly,  from  a 
fall  from  his  horse.  You  know  what  a 
change  that  makes  to  us.  Money,  lands, 
everything  is  ours  and  my  darling's.  Oh ! 
can  you  bear  a  surprise?  But  don't  be 
alarmed,  or  agitated.  Think  of  what  would 
please  you  most !     I  started  from  Datchley 
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yesterday  with  Mr.  Barnard.  We  travelled 
all  night.  We  are  here.  /  am  helow^  wait- 
ing, waiting  to  fling  myself  into  your  arms. 
May  I  come  up  to  you  ?" 

What  is  this  ?  /  hear  her  voice  outside! 
....  0  God  Almighty  .  .  .  forgive  .  .  . 
forgive ! — f-o-r-g-i-v-e 


THE   END. 


